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Preface 
·Only one man is completely justified in writing a preface to a pub­
l ication. That is Bernard Shaw. Shakespeare should have written pre­
faces; but his remissness may be to some extent fortunate since it has 
.enabled academicians to build up considerable reputations by trying to 
-,write them for him. 
This preface (humbly) bears comparison with a Shavian preface, for it 
fis almost completely justified-almost, because not all will be bothered 
.reading it, or "Galmahra" for that matter. It is about the magazine, the 
-reader, and the contributor; and when it isn't, it makes some observations 
.for the use of future editors. 
Superficially there may be improvements this year in the magazine. 
"'There is the new format; the quality of the paper is better; and the cover 
1design grows on you after a while. As for what really constitutes the 
Jillagazine; that is, the published contributions-you, the reader, shall 
.-0.ecide the question of merits or demerits. 
In order to keep some kind of a standard circulating throughout these 
-pages it has been necessary to sub-edit fairly heavily in some instances, 
when the inalienable right of every editor has been exercised not willingly 
-far too much time is involved-but with determination and, it is hoped, 
cdiscretion. The contributor whose masterpiece has been sub-edited in­
•evitably will react with displeasure to alterations or "cutting"; but there is 
;always the antidotal pleasure of knowing it had something in it in the 
tiirst place to ensure its publication. The aspiring writer of our acquaint­
:.ance who, having waited expectantly for two months for his accepted 
..contribution to appear in print, finally moaned, when he saw it, that 
·"they" had ruined the (adj.) thing, soon recovered sufficiently from the 
$hock to come back for more and to master his technique beyond any need 
rof correction. It is sincerely hoped that our contributor similarly will 
"''come back for more" next year and help to make "Galmahra" 1949 a much 
better one than its predecessors. It is bound to be if in the meantime he 
improves his technique. 
Everyone wrote poetry, no doubt under the delusion that it was easier 
and ;quicker to write. Gray took somewhere in the vicinity of thirteen 
years to write his Elegy; and Milton polished and repolished (and 
-pinched), deleted, re-inserted, and deleted again, before he submitted to 
:the world such poetry as "Comus" and "Paradise Lost". Voltaire, no less 
.'inspired, wrote "Candide" in three days. The comparison is particular and 
perhaps unfair, but poetry is more difficut to write than prose. Before a 
·poem is written it has to have emotion, which must come by nature, and 
:measure, which must come by art. Good prose, too, must come by art 
;and should incorporate feeling; but there is not the intensity or the 
·vision of poetry in prose. When there is, it ceases to be prose and, like 
:much of Walter Pater's work, becomes poetry. So, dear contributor, if 
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your poem has been altered in part, remember, the measure only has been 
touched; the emotion of your poem remains intact. .. Indeed, it cannqt. 
fundamentally be changed. 
Most of the prose contributions had to be solicited through channels; 
other than the proper one, which was via the contribution box. This pre­
cedure introduced the personal contact between editor and contributor-· ­
always perilous because it implies to the contributor the promise of pub-· 
lication and forces on the editor an uncomfortable feeling of obligation~ 
The editor asks only the prerogative of accepting or rejecting as he thinks, 
fit , and the prerogative and the action of rejecting are hardly applicable at. 
this University where the interest of the students in their one creative· 
publication is at so low an ebb that a kind of slough, like the mudbank at 
the bend of the river, is plainly visible. 
Early in the first term in an . article entitled "Galmahra and · the­
Writer", published in "Semper Floreat", an editorial policy was outlined' 
and the following paragraph appeared: 
"Broadly, 'Galmahra' invites manuscripts of humorous vein, of topicali 
and of human interest. Specialist articles are required, and literary, 
critical, and philosophical essays. Political and provocative contributions; 
will be admitted provided they are of good literary standard. Short stories: 
and one-act plays are encouraged; also anecdotes and prose sketches, and! 
the poet is asked to invoke the muse for the occasion." 
How far short of being the type of magazine this year's editor in­
tended "Galmahra" to be, will be discovered if the time is taken to read it_ 
With the limited material available an endeavour has still been made to-: 
produce a magazine as representative as possible of student thought and 
ideas ; but, ironically , the student, by his negative attitude, actually dictated 
its editorial policy. Since subscription to "Galmahra" is compulsory (it is· 
included in Union fees) it seems students are bad unionists in that they 
don't , in the Australian manner, try to get as much as they can out of their 
union. A most liberal two shillings' worth could be guaranteed from1 
"Galmahra" if over 2000 members put each a pennyworth of interest into it_ 
What "Galmahra" needs is insulin treatment. It is emaciated as a re­
sult of a literary diabetes. Treatment was undertaken this year, witb 
small success only, perhaps; but persistence should work. Notices were­
sent to all University Colleges and to the Union Hostel; the magazine was­
constantly advertised in "Semper Floreat"; letters were sent to those wh<>· 
wrote the best articles for last year's "Galmahra" and to selected persons 
of whom it was known that they could write, inviting them to contribute;: 
a prize of three guineas was offered for a cover design; and with the 
assistance of Mr. Kenneth Hamilton of the External Studies' Departmentr 
external students were contacted. But the remedy will take a long time. 
To next year's editor go a few suggestions originated through the present" 
editor's experience. Try advertisement by posters; offer a token payment. 
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for every contribution accepted; and, if you have the happy impertinence 
and a cemmand of rhetoric, stand up in lectures and administer your doses. 
Rejection slips could be roneod to enable you to work along more 
courteous and customary lines. This year all successful contributors were 
advised of acceptance well before the magazine went to press; but most of 
:the unsuccessful contributors had to wait for the publication of the 
magazine before they knew their MSS were unsuitable. 
Some marvellous year when "Galmahra" is much more healthy, the 
establishment of an editorial board consisting of one editor, a sub-editor, a 
business and publicity manager and a couple of staff, may be warranted. 
In this issue of "Galmahra" the practice has been initiated of inviting 
each year one member of the staff to contribute to these pages which 
always have been reserved exclusively for students. The guest writer for 
this year is Mr. A. K. Thomson, M.A., to whom special thanks are extended 
for his article on Henry Lawson. Thanks as sincere, but nece1>sarily of a 
more general nature, go also to those few writers whose contributions, 
published or not, made the production of the magazine possible. 
D.H.R. 
The University, August, 1948. 
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The Fourth Dream 
BY OWEN F. EDGE 
He was walking quickly, his feet making a continuous crunching on 
the gravelled roadway. The lantern threw his shadow, huge and grotesque, 
across the white road and upon the ghostly trunks of the towering gums. 
It was on the top of the little hill, just as he was thinking he would 
soon be with Cathy, that he saw the moving shadow. It was a long indis­
tinguishable shape, lying across the way, lying in the lighter moon shadow 
of the tree tops. The light from the lantern burst upon it, showed the 
gleaming scales, the speckled, banded body of the great snake. 
He stopped as abruptly as if he had hit a brick wall. He felt the sweat 
break out on his palms, and icy fingers played up and down his spine. 
'They ruffled the short hair on the back of his neck. 
They looked at each other, the man and the snake. The lantern 
flickered as the vagrant night breeze played over it. The reptile lifted 
its head, slowly, slowly. It had an evil, triangular head, fitting smoothly 
into the tapering neck, which flattened and arched as the head swayed 
back and forth, higher and higher, until level with his chest. 
He could see the glitter of its eyes, dead eyes, soulless eyes, like two 
·chips of frosted glass. They seemed to him to hold all the unspeakable evil 
ever thought or uttered or committed since the dawn of time. He was 
·heipless, fascinated, like a bird. 
The head came closer, closer. Suddenly his choked throat relaxed, 
·and his scream echoed through the forests, through the gorges. It woke 
·him and he leapt upright in his bunk to find his heart hammering madly, 
·and a dew of cold perspiration clinging to his skin. The vast silence of 
the bush held the little hut. He could hear nothing save a shrill cricket's 
·song from outside. 
With trembling fingers he fumbled for a match and lit the oil lamp by 
·his bedside. He looked at his watch. Three o'clock! The painful leaping 
of his heart sent him to the cupboard. The tablets or a shot of whisky? 
·why not both? He rattled the tablets from the bottle and washed them 
·down. Ah! That was better. He stood, a thin and rather ridiculous little 
figure in the lamplight, and poured himself another drink. He carried it 
·to his bed and sat there. 
He looked out through the window at the dim, moonlit bush. Funny, 
·that dream. That was the third time. Half-ashamed, he got down and 
peered under the bed. Nothing there. He looked around the bare little 
-hut. Was it his nerves? But the doctor said it was his heart that was 
'bad, not his nerves. 
Why was it always a snake he dreamed of? Must be because he was 
·so scared of them. He remembered the day Cathy had killed the big 
-black one by the side of the creek. How scornful she had looked when he 
•confessed his fear! He could see her yet, standing there grinding the 
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stick into its pulped head. What was it she had said? I can't stand a 
coward. But she didn't know. She couldn't know the paralysing terror 
at sight of those sinuous, writhing bodies. Anyway, damn Cathy. Who was. 
she, after all? But she had loved him before. She had lain in his arms 
here .in this very hut. She was alright, he supposed. Nice to look at.. 
But she had no mind, no soul. How could she, the daughter of a hick 
farmer, understand or love a writer, a poet! 
He'd like to see her again, though. He'd try to explain. It was: 
damned lonely up here stuck on this God-forsaken mountain-side. He'ff 
have gone batty long ago but for Cathy. And now she wouldn't speak to 
him. For two pins he'd go back to the city. He preferred that life. But 
the doctor had said six months. Complete rest and quiet. But with these 
damn snakes, he couldn't stand it. 
He sat there for the rest of the night, thinking. After the sun rose 
from the sea of rolling mountains in the east he dressed and ate a scanty 
breakfast. His dreams still troubled him. He could still see that swaying 
form, those terrible eyes. And it was the third time within a week. 
He resolved to walk all day. It would be a good idea to tire himself 
out. Yes, that's what he'd do. No dreams then. He walked all day, along 
disused bush tracks, over hills, down valleys, across the open fields of 
infrequent farms. He rested for a while on the rocks by the creek and 
tried to work out a verse, or even a line. But nothing came to him, except 
half-formed desires for Cathy and thoughts about his dreams. 
Damn that dream. He could't shake. it off. It wouldn't be so bad· 
if it had been only once. But three times! And always exactly the same. 
He'd better go back to town. 
The shadows were long when he arrived at the hut. A golden sea­
of clouds received the sun as it drifted down towards the mountain-tops. 
Night came stealing through the avenue of trees along the winding· 
gullies. He lit the fire and cooked the meal. He felt pleasantly tired. 
Should he go to see Cathy? No. He knew what she'd say. Anyway, he 
didn't want to go cringing back like a beaten bird. 
God, the nights were lovely. The stars burned, almost flared, low in­
the velvet sky. The air was cool and sweet. But he didn't like the· 
silence. It was too big. Too complete. The little night sounds of the· 
bush seemed to accentuate rather than break it. It made him uncom-­
fortable. It was almost menacing. Yes, he'd go back to the city. To­
morrow. 
He lay in his bed, watching the fire. It flickered and danced and 
threw out little tongues that licked at the wood. The shadows danced· 
crazily on the walls and on the roof. He fell asleep. 
The dream came again and he wakened with the same strangling· 
scream. God, it was terrible. He must be going mad. He looked at his· 
watch. Only seven. He'd go to Cathy's place. Anywhere where there· 
were people. That's what he wanted. Company! Light! Voices! God;. 
he thought, I'm shaking like a leaf 
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The fire was a red glow. He fumbled for his shoes. He broke matches 
as he struggled to light the lantern. He put on his coat, because it was 
cold outside. He grabbed t_he lantern, slammed the door behind him, and 
half ran to the road. He walked fast along the white gravel surface, the 
sound of his footsteps echoing back to him from the ranks of trees by the 
roadside. The lantern threw huge shadows across the road, on the ghostly 
white trunks of the gums. A half-moon rode serenely through the star-
splashed sky. He'd see Cathy soon. Should he run? No! It wasn't far 
now. 
He came to the top of the little hill. A tree-top threw a patch of 
shadow on the roadway. A shadow that moved. A shadow that glided 
with fluid , sinuous, leisurely grace. A shadow that stopped moving, that 
suddenly was no longer a shadow. The light of the lantern demolished 
the shadows and showed the shining, black and gold length of the great 
reptile. No, he shouted in his mind. No. It's a dream. It's a dream. 
But this was too clear, too stark. He could see every detail-the little 
pebbles gleaming in the moonlight, the pattern of leaves and branches 
against the sky as his eyes moved frantically, seeking escape. 
He saw the head rise slowly, deliberately, with an unhurried smooth-
ness, from the earth. He saw the eyes, like pebbles-dead, colourless, 
indescribably evil. He saw the huge body, as thick as his upper arm, as 
it raised the head higher, higher, level with his staring eyes. 
This was no dream. This could be no dream. It was far more 
horrible, more terrible, than any dream. There was the triangular head; 
there were the eyes that looked straight from hell itself. The mouth was 
opening. The tongue flickered in and out like black lightning. The 
mouth opened. Slowly, mechanically, he raised the lantern. The full 
flood of the light fell on the reptile's head. He saw the mouth, open wide, 
white, dead white, like the belly of a fish. Clearly he saw curved fangs 
reaching down from the upper jaw. No, this was no dream. It was real, 
terribly, inescapably real. 
The head went back, slowly, gracefully. Now he should wake up. 
Why couldn't he wake up? In his mind he tried to pray. His lips wouldn't 
move but remained fixed, drawn back in a snarl of terror. Little dribbles 
of saliva ran down his lips. He still tried to pray, but no words came. He 
thought of his home, of Cathy, of death, of hell. The head shot forward, 
straight and swift as an arrow, towards his throat. Prayers, thoughts, all 
went from his mind as a black curtain of terror wrapped him, his mind, 
his soul. With a little moan, lost on the night-wind, he fell to the road-
side ..... 
The head-lights qf the car fell on . the crumpled figure by the road. 
The car stopped, and black figures ran hurriedly to his side. One of them 
knelt, lifted his body, leaned it against his knee. Far away, back from the 
road, a lantern shone out through the window of the little hut. 
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"He must have been walking in his sleep," said one figure. "IIe has 
nothing on his feet, and he's dressed in pyjamas." 
"He's dead," said the kneeling one. "I can't see any marks on him, but 
he's dead." 
They struggled to lift him towards the car. As they lifted him their 
feet scuffled over a mark in the soft grey dust of the roadside. It was a 
straight, clear mark, as if something heavy had been dragged across the 
road; a mark like the trail of a huge snake. 
In the Library 
I am both prisoner and judge who passed 
My three-year sentence in this labyrinth 
That coils between these airless walls of books. 
Is learning but a Minotaur that feeds 
Upon the carcasses of such despair? 
These are not books, but graves. Once they rode forth 
A shining army, purple, gold and brown, 
But now their leather tombs, piled each on each, 
Extend the maze where pallid wraiths of thought 
Proclaim the lost adventure, and like fires 
They flare to leave a deeper darkness burn. 
I crouch, afraid of thought; each waking grave 
Lifts its dead voice: "Not that way, but this!" 
A thousand tongues declare "I am the Wise!" 
Confusion, from the prison, echoes "Lies" .... 
One dull sunbeam patrols the forgotten path 
Along my silken mooring to the world; 
And then, with torches flaming, comes the day, 
Trooping its colours through an opening door, 
Singing old songs of men, of earth and sky, 
And speaking all the wisdom of the sea . . 
-VAL V ALLIS. 
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Henry Lawson 
BY A. K. THOMSON 
On 17th June, 1867, Henry Lawson was born in a tent at the Weddin 
Mountain diggings near Grenfell in New South Wales. His father, Peter 
Hertzberg Lawson, was a Norwegian sailor who deserted his ship to pick up 
a fortune in the nugget-strewn interior. His mother, Louisa Albury, was a 
remarkable woman with Kentish and gypsy blood in her veins. The 
Lawsons found no gold at Grenfell and they moved to Eurunderee, where 
they took up a selection. Here Henry attended school under John Tierney, 
presumably the Kevin of his poem. 
Kevin was the master's name, 'twas from Ireland that he came; 
Where the tanks are always full, and feed is grand: 
And we learnt the world in scraps from some ancient dingy maps 
Long discarded by the public schools in town; 
And as nearly every book dated back to Captain Cook 
Our geography was somewhat upside down. 
And Ireland!-that was known from the coast-line to Athlone, 
But little of the land that gave us birth; 
Save that Captain Cook was killed (and was very likely grilled) 
And "our blacks are just the lowest race on earth." 
At thirteen Lawson left school. His father needed him and, therefore, 
his education was finished. The selection was poor, the droughts of the 
€ighties fell on them and they moved to Sydney. In 1883 Peter Lawson 
and his wife parted. Henry Lawson was at that time sixteen years of age, 
and he became a coach painter, a poor trade in that the work was inter­
mittent, apprenticed to Hudson Bros., railway contractors. 
A man must feel revengeful for a boyhood such as mine. 
God! I hate the very houses near the workshop by the line; 
And the smell of railway stations, and the roar of running gear, 
And the scornful-seeming signboards, saying "Second class wait here." 
In 1888 Louisa Lawson founded the Dawn, a paper devoted to feminism. 
1t says much for her energy and ability that it lasted till 1905, a period of 
seventeen years. Henry Lawson worked, during part of 1887, in Mel­
bourne, and from 1889 to 1890 he was in West Australia. 
In 1880 the Sydney Bulletin had been founded. Its founders, Archibald 
and Haynes, desired to stimulate among Australians a love of their own 
.country for its own sake. "From the first they printed, and paid for, every 
contribution in prose and verse which seemed to be inspirited by such a 
love, except where the style was too impossibly crude." On October, 1887, 
Lawson's "Song of the Republic" appeared in the Bulletin, and in future 
nearly all of his prose and verse was to appear within the red covers of the 
most famous Australian weekly. 
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In 1891 Lawson was in Brisbane working on the short lived but lively 
Boomerang. It was a radical weekly that had been founded by William 
Lane in 1887. Its policy was set down in typical language of the time in 
its first issue. "We are for this Australia, for the nationality that is creep­
ing to the verge of being, for the progressive people that is just plucking 
aside the curtain that veils its fate ." The Boomerang brought to the people 
the doctrines of Marx, Bax, Bellamy, and Henry George. Brunton 
Stephens, promoted from a small country school to a clerical position in the 
Department of Public Instruction, contributed to it, so did John Farrell, 
and so did Francis Adams. There must have been something about the 
Boomerang, for Samuel Griffith, that cautious Welshman, so far forgot him­
self as to contribute to one of the Christmas issues an article supporting 
Karl Marx's theory of value. The article caused some comment. When 
Lane went over to the Worker, Gresley Lukin took control of the 
Boomerang. He enticed A. G. Stephens from the Gympie Miner by an 
offer of £5 a week, and brought Lawson from Sydney to do rhymes for 
Country Crumbs under the pen-name of Joe Swallow, at £2 a week. It 
was good money. It was a pity it was not regular. The paper failed, 
and in 1892 Lawson returned to Sydney. 
Lawson undertook for the Sydney Bulletin in 1892 a tramp from 
Bourke to Hungerford and back. This gave rise to a controversy, some­
what comic but also revealing, between Banjo Paterson and Lawson. 
Lawson wrote : 
I am back from up the country, up the country where I went 
Seeking for the Southern poets' land whereon to pitch my tent; 
I have shattered many idols out along the dusty track, 
Burnt a lot of fancy verses-and I'm glp,d that I am back. 
I believe the Southern poets' dream will not be realized, 
Till the plains are irrigated and the land is humanized. 
I intend to stay at present, as I said before, in town, 
Drinking beer and lemon-squashes, taking baths and cooling down. 
Paterson replied: 
So you're back from up the country, Mister Lawson, where you w ent , 
And you're cursing all the business in a bitter discontent; 
Well, we grieve to disappoint you, and it makes us sad to hear 
That it wasn't cool and shady-and there wasn't whips of beer, 
And the looney bullock snorted when you first came into view­
Well, you know it's not so often that he sees a swell like you; 
And the roads were hot and dusty, and tfoe plains were burnt and brown, 
And no doubt you're better suited drinking lemon-squash in town. 
Paterson was educated at the Sydney Grammar School and spent most 
of his holidays on stations. No doubt this makes a difference. 
For a short time in 1883 Lawson edited the Worker. Then he was 
given a clerical post in the New South Wales public service. In 1894 his 
first book, !'Short Stories in Prose and Verse", appeared from the Dawn 
office. In 1896, "In the Days when the World was Wide", and "While the 
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Billy Boils" were published, and in the same year Lawson married. He 
spent some time in West Australia, and then crossed to New Zealand where 
he taught in a Maori school. In 1900 he went to London, but returned to 
Australia in 1902. In 1903 he and his wife separated. He died on 2nd 
September, 1922, and was given a State funeral. 
In spite of his failings, and they were many, Lawson was an attractive 
personality. David McKee Wright has given us a pen picture of him. 
"You meet him in the street and are arrested by his eyes. Are there such 
eyes anywhere else under such a forehead? He has the softened speech 
of the deaf, but the eyes speak always more than the voice; and the grasp 
of his hand is brotherly. A sense of great sympathy and human kindli­
ness is always about him. You will not talk much with Lawson, but you 
will not lightly forget your first meeting." The famous portrait by Sir 
John Longstaff is well known, and is hung in the Sydney Gallery with 
Longstaff's portraits of King Edward, Queen Alexandra, and the Lady in 
Black. This afforded Lawson some amusement, and pleasure. 
The King is robed in royal state, with medals on his breast, 
And like the mother Queen she is Her Majesty is dressed. 
The Lady's dressed in simple black and sports no precious stones. 
And I in simple reach-me-cLowns I bought from Davy Jones. 
It is fashionable at present to consider Lawson's poetry as of little 
account. Lawson had none of the true poet's ability to use words in a 
new way, and not many Australian poets have had this gift. Shaw Neilson 
was, from this aspect, the most gifted of our poets. Consider "shyly", 
"silver-hatted", and "soft" in the line: 
Shyly the silver-hatted mushroom makes soft entrance through; 
Consider the cliches in this line: 
The publican's words were short and few, and the publican's looks were 
black-
Lawson, however, was writing poetry for an audience that was not 
poetical. His work derives from the poetry that went before, work that 
can be seen in Paterson's belated collection of "Old Bush Songs". This was 
crude, mostly anonymous verse, that lent itself to easy repetition, and that 
was a chronicle of the everyday joys, wrongs, and injustices of everyday 
life, all salted with the humour that belongs to hardships in retrospect. 
Most of it was cast into rhyme because rhyme is easy to remember. 
Lawson, like so many Australians of his day, was a socialist, and the 
socialist, especially the literary variety, sees things as a child sees them, 
in simple black and white. . There are the downtrodden workers on the 
one hand, and on the other the Capitalists grinding the faces of the poor. 
There is a malignant entity called the System with its hand-harpies of 
Banks, Insurance Companies and the like. There was also the Revolution, 
that glorious day when the workers would arise and cast their masters 
and their chains in the dust. After the Revolution, the seconds would 
retire from the ring and all would dwell in peace and amity. It is, put this 
way, slightly ridiculous, but it is also a noble creed, founded on generosity 
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and hope. It was a creed of men who thought with their hearts and not 
with their heads. The zeal of the early socialist put the Labour Party 
into power, and most of the imaginative appeal of Labour comes from 
socialism. 
Lawson was also, and this is important, a socialist with a sense of 
humour, and it is doubtful just how socialist a man can be who has a 
sense of humour. Lawson's work is full of the Revolution. "The Star of 
Australasia" is perhaps the best known example. He is also conscious of 
that typically Australian dilemma. To change the System working men 
must be got into Parliament, but is a Member of Parliament a working 
man? Lord Douglas ends with the sentence: "He put them up to various 
electioneering dodges which enabled them to return, in the face of 
l\fonopoly, a Labour member who is likely to go straight as long as any 
other Labour member." Mitchell, in the same story says: "I used to have 
some hopes for Democracy, but I've got none now. How can you expect 
Liberty, Equality, Fraternity-how can you expect Freedom and Universal 
Brotherhood and Equal Rights in a country where Sons of Light get three 
months' hard for breaking windows and bashing a Chinaman?" 
Lawson did not interpret a continent; on the contrary his field was 
limited, and it was soon exhausted. His best writing covers a space 
of not much more than ten years or so. Lawson had none of the shaping 
imagination that makes the great writer. He could observe and he could 
sympathize. Perhaps it would be more correct to say that where he 
sympathized he observed closely. His work is not all of one piece; it is a 
series of sketches of that part of the Australian life he knew and lived. 
Lawson has created no character who remains as a symbol: no composite 
figure who is so skilfully blended as to be so representative of a class that, 
when we see a living member of that class, we also see the literary 
character. In this respect Lawson is the inferior of Steele Rudd. 
But Lawson at his best is very good indeed. He has written some 
of the greatest Australian short stories. His "Drover's Wife" has become 
an Australian classic, and "A Double Buggy", his most sustained piece of 
writing, deserves to be one. He can be humorous, tragic, and sentimental 
and, with all his shortcomings, no Australian short story writer has 
written better than Lawson did at his best. 
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Two Lyrics 
I. 
Sometimes I wonder, had it all been better 
We two flowed out under the tide of time, 
Wave-mingled on the sea sand, with cold brine 
Washing our eyes clean and clear open wide. 
For light looks white mist-brilliant, up through pale depthS; 
That shatter its ray into a thousand stars 
Around the swimmer. And long drifting bars 
Of water-runnings flee uncounted in beauty change. 
Why does the mind range 
Out beyond life, into dreams 
Where nothing seems 
Gay in clandestined soul-simplicity? 
Beloved, we 
Shall suffer not again a sea-change 
Whom earth has bound in toils! 
II. 
When we are old-
Are old, my love, in sleeping days, 
Gold crowns grown cloud white on life-dreaming eyes, 
Will there come sighs 
That young love knew not thes~ more tender ways? 
In that last phase, 
When sorrow vainly tries 
Recapturing of visions seen in young eyes, 
Will we two, then alone, one last fancied love prayer phrase?' 
Thrown of a will beyond our after-care, 
Who met enflamed in the star-chasm of limitless night: 
In fire our haunted souls enmingled there, 
Flared heavenward, in tall liquidings of light­
We found ourselves in freedom amongst the stars 
A moment-
As the dividing day-sword gilds these evening bars! 
-FRANK GLYNN CONNOLLY. 
16 GALMAHRA 
Sad Case 
BY ALAN P. RoBERTS 
"I hear there's a lunatic escaped from Goodna," grunted the occupant 
'Of the rear left-hand seat in the carriage. He was a severe man in a wing 
collar, and his tone implied that he strongly disapproved of lunatics, 
asylums, escapees, and the world in general. • 
Unfortunately he was speaking in a Queensland train, and so the other 
occupants of the carriage merely stared at him in blank incomprehension 
until he repeated his remark in a tone loud enough to be heard above the 
rear-splitting rattle of the wheels. 
The cherubic face of the man sitting in the left-hand window seat lost 
its apparently habitual half-smile as he heard the news. 
"You don't say!" he ejaculated in an astonished tone. He looked around 
the carriage in some concern. "I say, really?" 
The passenger opposite him nodded. 
"It's quite true," he informed the occupants of the carriage. "Two 
attendants from Goodna came on to the platform back there at Booval 
just before we pulled out. Apparently hunting for the fellow." 
The Front Right-hand Corner wiped his spectacles and shook his head 
sadly. 
"Terrible thing, terrible thing," he murmured. "You know, I always 
have a sneaking sympathy for those poor unfortunates-shut away from 
tbe world, like lepers .... " 
The Left-hand Window Seat laughed shortly and tapped the ash off 
his cigar. 
"Sympathy!" he said. "Well, I don't think anyone can call me hard-
hearted-the blood, sweat, toil, and tears, so to speak, of other people 
doesn't leave me cold by any means. But not one bit of sympathy have I 
got for lunatics-no sir! They're a horse of another colour. You see, 
rve had experience of 'em." 
"Experience?" queried the sympathiser in the Front Right-hand Cor-
ner, giving his spectacles a final rub. 
"Experience," nodded the Left-hand Window Seat, his bland face set 
in unusually hard lines. He waved his cigar. "Or, rather, one experience . 
.Just one. With a certain Mr. Raymond Crane." 
The sympathetic gentleman replaced his spectacles and regarded him 
-curiously, scenting a story to enliven the dull trip. 
"Crane? Why, was he mad?" 
"As a hatter," stated the other. 
"Think he was Napoleon? Or did he lead invisible dogs around?" 
"Neither," answered the man with the cigar. "As a matter of fact, 
iit was some time before we discovered just who he did fancy he was." 
'"And, who was that?" inquired the Front Right-hand Corner. 
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"I shall tell you," replied the Left-hand Window Seat, and he pro­
rceeded to do so. 
"You see, it was my misfortune to be living in the same house with 
this Crane, and I believe that I was the first to realise his abnormality. 
"One day he came up to me and said, 'You have been conscripted for 
~service. The Kaiser has need of every man in our sacred fight against 
this cursed England.' He then saluted briskly and marched away. As he 
went I noticed that he had two stripes painted( .on his ishirt sleeve. 
"Naturally, his actions came in for a great deal of comment, even more 
so when he started to insist on being treated in accordance with the dig­
nity of his rank, and would answer to no other title but 'Corporal'. After 
a while he removed the stripes and announced that he had been de­
mobilised, since the Jews had lost the war for his country. 
"Well, we had our suspicions by then. And we were pretty sure the 
next week, when he button-holed people in corners and told them that 
what the nation needed was a leader. 
"The fellow thought he was Hitler. There was no doubt about it. Sys­
tematically, in logical sequence, he was living out the events of Hitler's 
•career. He had even grown a moustache, and he was starting to wear a 
lock of hair falling over one eye-you've no idea of the ridiculous extremes 
<Crane went to. 
"He arose at the dinner table one evening and delivered a long and 
fiery speech, calling on his followers to rally behind him and help to 
•create a new Germany from the ashes of the old. This I took to be a 
parellel of the Munich beer-hall putsch, and it was shortly afterwards that 
1 first suspected the grim climax of all this. 
"Crane approached me one day and said in a low tone, 'Heil Hitler. Be 
-prepared, comrade, for the day is near. Soon it will happen, and then we 
·shall crush all opposition into the dust.' He then nodded mysteriously and 
~stalked away to brood. 
"Naturally, these remarks puzzed me considerably. He repeated them 
for a few days, and then announced that there was but one day left before 
-Der Tag. And even then, do you know, I did not foresee his game. 
"The next day I was seated on the verandah enjoying a quiet cigar, 
when I saw Crane creep stealthily into the gardener's shed, next to the 
-house. And then, gentlemen, then it suddenly dawned on me; I saw the 
whole thing clearly. Like a flash I darted for the shed and caught him 
just in time. The shed was soaked in kerosene, and a lighted match was 
in his hand. I shudder to think of the catastrophe, had I not dashed 
the match from his hand and called for asistance to overpower him. After 
-that, it was the strait jacket, of course." 
"But how did you know," asked the Front Right-hand Corner. 
"The Reichstag fire,'' smiled the narrator. "He was enacting the 
•events in Hitler's life; the burning of the Reichstag was a logical climax.'' 
The train had pulled up, and the story teller rose to his feet with the 
·cigar clutched between his teeth. 
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"And I think it only fitting, gentleman," he concluded, "that I should 
have foiled th~ plans of this would-be Hitler, even as I have so often 
- foiled the actual Hitler. Perhaps I should have introduced myself sooner 
-my name is Churchill, Winston Spencer Churchill." 
He bowed to the astonished passengers. The Front Right-hand Corner, 
belatedly realising the truth, exclaimed, "Heavens! The Goodna escapee!" 
It was at that moment that two white-coated men appeared in the 
doorway. Their gaze immediately became rivetted on the left-hand 
Window seat. 
· "Ah, here he is!" said one of them relievedly. "He's never got as far as 
this before, Bert. I'll bet he's been spinning some great yarns, too.'" 
Then, raising his voice and adopting a very respectful tone: 
"Mr. Roosevelt has sent us to pick you up, sir. Will you accompany 
us? Your special plane is waiting." 
"Mr. Churchill" beamed jovially at them. 
"Then on to Casablanca!" he cried, his cigar at an aggressive angle and 
his arms waving impressively. "On to fresh triumphs!" 
And while the other passengers gaped, he strode magnificently out 
of the carriage. 
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The Idealist '"·,• .. 
BY. c. E. .WILLIAMS 
He stood at the street corner, counting the lights. Eighteen for, the· 
green, six for the orange, eighteen for the red, six for the orange-again 
and again, counting slowly, until each number clicked over automatically 
in his mind and his mind was controlled and filled by the timing of ~e · 
machinery. That was what he wanted, for there must be no mistake; ~he · 
time of the lights' changing must be part of his instinct. He coul~ ;110t 
risk mistakes. Green - orange - red - orange-automatically-green --· 
orange-without thought, like a machine-red - orange.... 
He had been there an hour already, leaning against the lamp-post, hands; 
supported in trouser pockets, watching the lights. He wore a white shirt,. 
and though the day was not hot, the cloth clung damply to the ridges of" 
his backbone. He could feel the crowd, like the warmth of a blanket, about 
him. Unwittingly, he snuggled into it, and felt, as he would have felt of 
a blanket: This is mine, and I shall make it clean. 
To-day was a holiday. It was the national day, and the people were' 
going into tht park, in their thousands and their tens of thousands, withi 
a resolute jubilation, to thank their God for deliverance. Their enemy· 
had come again and had stood above them, but in the end he had .been· 
driven away, and they, the people, remained. It would always be so: the· 
courage and determination that is in crowds was among them, and they· 
went to pray and sing. ''. 
He, too, felt it warmly. His mind was only the counting, yet. the-­
feeling that the crowd was his was over all his being, with his blood,. part: 
of him. ' 
'< .~ .. 
Eighteen - six - eighteen - six-it went 011.••• 
There were marks zigzagging across his back, for in their camps whip­
blows on the prisoners' backs had been· an amusement. There was "tile· 
dead patch on his leg; that night by the marshes, crouching, running, i~­
could well have been more than his leg. There was the burning anger t\lat 
even yet broke sometimes across his mind-home from the animal life-­
he had come, to find the family gone, the town dead, the young women­
gone. 
The clock struck eleven, the people were starting to sing. "Oh, Lord,. 
we praise ..." Had he not deafened himself to all but his own mind,' he 
could have heard them, two streets away. "Forgive and lead ..." The­
streets about him were almost empty, but he stood on there, a young m~& 
seeming to think. 
"Eighteen - six - eighteen - six...." 
A car crossed the bridge, gliding sleekly beneath the chauffer's hand: 
" . . . sixteen, seventeen, eighteen, orange." He knew ·exactly how; the· 
light would change, ~xactly whep., so he could concentrate on the- .. c.-ar;, 
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and the fat figure in the back seat. His finger trembled, with the old 
ache and anger, on the cold steel in his pocket. 
"Five, six ... red ..." The car bounced, and stopped. The fat chin 
.inside bounced, too, into its collar, and then up again. 
He looked down past the collar, towards the left, where the heart would 
:be. He did not hurry, for he knew how much time he had. He needed 
:no sights but his eyes, and his anger. He stepped out into the road, lifted 
bis hand, and fired. The fat chin coughed sadly down, deep into the 
,;collar. 
".... eighteen-orange ...." The counting stopped, for the purpose 
·that had demanded it was accomplished, and he concentr~ted on a new 
)factor. He would be pursued; he must escape. 
All over the city police whistles suddenly blew the alarming message. 
'On the opposite corner a constable hesitated to come forward alone, and 
:his frightened hesitation, even then, boded well. 
To the young man the feel of the gun in his hand was comforting 
~and, suddenly sure of escape, he turned and ran. 
Behind him, the car did not move. The chauffer sat cautiously im­
mobile, and behind, in the rear seat, blood smeared out onto the cloth, as if 
on to a blotter, but the ink was life. 
The city police were coming, running. Already one stood poised at the 
rcorner in the street along which the young man ran. He went quickly, 
·bending low as a soldier might to run behind hedges-only here were no 
:hedges, no shelters. The policeman fired, and again: faraway a woman 
:.screamed at the sound. 
Here, close to the park, the music was all about him, and he ran 
~owards the singers. "Lead our country, lead us ..." They swayed under 
•their emotions, in time with the music, and he came into them, pushing 
~softly away from the edges of the crowd, in among the people. He still 
J>anted, and his mind was running, fast, fast, fast, from pursuit. He longed 
;to crawl through all the legs, over all the shoulders; just to reach the 
'Centre, near the officials and State Ministers, and there to cry out, "Here I 
have been, one of the first to arrive, here all the time. There is no crime 
for which I can be blamed." He was still young, and wanted life. 
But instead he must move as little and as slowly as possible: he must 
avoid attracting attention. Already the police had arrived, and stood 
behind, looking hungrily among the crowd, hopelessly seeking one young 
:man, of a great many, in white shirts. What excuse would they offer if 
they did not find him? 
He waited in the crowd, with it thick and warm before him, but there 
·was a coldness of fear at his back, where there were few people. He could 
·push no further into the crowd, but waited, swallowing back the gasps of 
·his breath, clenching his teeth, stilling the trembling of his body. He 
·waited.. "We thank Thee, Lord ..." He thanked, too, that he had done it 
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cleanly, as a solider might, facing the dangers, there in the street. N0> 
murder, but an act of war, cleanly done. He swallowed the sickness of: 
fright in his chest, and waited. 
The girl standing by him said, "I have a programme here." 
He turned to her, sharply, in surprise. 
"Were you in the army?" she asked. 
When he nodded, she held out the book for him to share, and they took: 
it in one hand each. The pages he was holding trembled, and were smudged 
with perspiration, but the girl did not notice. She sang beside him, with'. 
loud triumph, and that voice was all he ever knew of her. Some part OL 
him ached to note her gestures, her appearance, her smile, her manner­
The wish was in his heart, but separated and more pressing was his mind,. 
and that was occupied solely with thoughts of his escape. The slut fromi 
the barracks he would recognise anywhere, or the woman guerilla-spy who· 
had come among them there in the hills, or the drunken wine seller. All 
these, and many more such women, and only this one was different, and 
her he would never recognise again. 
Between them they held the book. She sang loudly, but he was silent,. 
only moving glances to left, to right, watching the police who now moved. 
among the crowd. The frightened one was there, and the one he had, 
rammed. His right hand crouched about his pistol in his pocket, waiting. 
"And bring us peace ..." sang the people. 
"Peace, peace, peace ... green, orange, red, peace, peace." 
"There," shouted the frightened constable. "There he is." The excited" 
shout acted as a warning; the chubby, pointing finger seemed to airni 
directly at the young man's heart. 
He leapt from the crowd. By the park the river flowed, and he ran. 
toward it. He reminded himself: You must not be captured. 'Not takeTh 
alive' the leaders had told him, 'for they might force you to tell them wh°' 
you are, and why you did it. That must never be known.' Trusting that 
heavy charge to him they had shaken his hand, and wished him: "Good 
luck!" 
He reached the brick retaining wall on the river bank, hesitated a: 
second, and then dived down, deep and far into the water. The pistol,.. 
then, was useless, and heavy to swim with, so he let it fall from his pocket, 
slowly down to the muddy river bed. 
It lay there, bubbling. He had taken it from one of the enemy at the­
railway bridge, years ago, one winter, wheh they had first come to his: 
own small village. The man had lain in the snow, with the pistol in his: 
outstretched hand. Now it lay in the mud, at the bottom of the city's; 
river, where he could no longer see it. It had done tnany services, but this 
was its last task, and no one must know why, or for whom. A ray of· 
triumph illumined the young man's heart, his mind, his soul: he alone­
knew, he and the few others who believed in, and worked for the 
Cause. 
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. · -~The thunder of the water . in his ears ,could ,have been the tumult of 
"his twen~y-five years. _ It be~t and beat, so loudly that he was forced to 
;the surface, to shake it from his head. ­
The Police had not wished to shoot. At once the warning had been 
Tushed to them: "Avoid that if possible. We must know who he is, and 
why he has done such a thing as this." But the people had come up behind 
1;hf:?m on the river bank, and stood jeering at their apparent incapability. 
·s9 a · policeman lifted his arm, and fired at the bobbing head. He was a 
-crack shot. He could not miss. 
The head disappeared. As though it were blotting paper, the water 
~o*ed up blood: but the ink was life. 
1 ;.
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A whole world slides between my hands: 
'The s~eep and whimper of rivers that run 
Forever in vast and tiny lands 
Sighing and swelling under the sun; 
'The pelt and murmur of waves whose foam 
Flashes on ribs of coral bars, 
And sagas of sailormen gone home 
"To eternal ports among blind sea stars; 
Wild tones of wind in rigging high 
1n clippers straining through swollen seas, 
Creak of timbers, lunge at the sky, 
And white sa:ils of the centuries. 
A fractured hour-glass are my hands 
Cupped dreamily in dull precision; 
'They cannot h~ld the slipping sands 
.. For inversion to a second vision, 
But my fingers touch sea solitudes 
AwhilE,?~ and old romances of years ... 
. Here li~s my heap .of latitudes, 
Like some sea widow's crystalline tears. 
-DAVID ROWBOTHAM. 
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The Street Cleaner 
BY "INTERVIEWER" 
He's up before dawn, and the city doesn't know it. He sweeps and 
deans, sweeps and cleans, from one end of the street to the other, making 
this city a tidy place for us, and we seldom realise that he exists. For a 
few half-lit hours while we are still asleep he moves along, back bent, 
head down, broom swishing, rendering a service which makes him as true 
a citizen as the mayor should be; and then, job done, he disappears for the 
rest of the day. So, unless for a special reason we are up early, we don't 
·see him at all. The probability is we don't care if we never see him. He 
is of no concern to us who work and worry in banks and business houses. 
But let me introduce you to him. His name is Bill S-. Bill, meet John 
Citizen who quite forgets sometimes that there are other people (interest­
ing and necessary people) in the world besides himself. Bill is a little 
man, about fifty years of age. He has been in the Council's employment 
for nearly nine years now. His wife also is a cleaner; but her task begins 
at 5.30 p.m. in a large city office when its employees go rushing homeward, 
leaving the dust of the day behind them. The only complaint Bill makes 
is that with his job he can't sleep in of mornings, as much as he is tempted 
to do so in winter. He says his work has become a habit now, q,nd as long 
as people continue to throw down their tram tickets and cigarette butts, 
his is a permanent position. Besides, he has plenty of spare time which 
·can be occupied with odd-jobbing and gardening. 
Bill was born in Northampton, Northamptonshire, England. He speaks 
with an attractive tumble to his words that makes conversation with him 
•enjoyable. His wife is Australian. Together they have raised five sons, 
three of whom saw active service in the second World War. Bill thinks 
Australia is a wonderful country with opportunities for all, but mentions 
with a wry glance at his broom that he could have made more of his. 
However, street-sweeping has its stimulating as well as its dusty 
.aspect. Many surprising objects are salvaged from among the rubbish 
of the streets and gutters. One morning Bill discovered a Lodge apron 
lying near a grating. The same morning he swept up the remnants of a 
'Chinese newspaper. Apparently the ladies are the chief offenders in 
losing articles: hairnets, hairpins, brooches, and even garters, being fairly 
·common finds. Gentlemen absently discard such things as pipe cleaners, 
match boxes, cigarette packets and pencil stubs. 
Bill S. can tell \lS all about our negligence, for the cleanliness of the 
-city is mainly our responsibility. The habits of its citizens are reflected in 
the degree of its orderliness or disorderliness; but the street sweeper 
would be the last person to hurt our feelings by pointing to this truth 
'<ieliberately. He prefers to do his job unpretentiously, perhaps thinking 
thoughts significant to him alone or nodding a good-morning now and then 
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to an early pedestrian. His hopes are simple, his humour international~ 
his opinion of people generous and characteristic. He bears comparison 
with his London counterpart of whom L. A. G. Strong wrote: 
"I sweep the stre·et and lift me hat 
As persons come and persons go, 
Me lady and me gentleman: 
I lift me hat-but you don't know! 
"I've money by against I'm dead: 
A hearse and mourners there will be! 
And every sort of walking man 
Will stop to lift his hat to me!" 
For Decision's Sake 
For decision's sake I walk 
Alone this time, along the cliff-edge 
Where the languid title's low murmurings, 
Too weak to lull a child to sleep, 
Lie far from shore. 
Let the moonlight weave 
Its worming catherine-wheels 
In glistening oiliness-
Even the afternoon sun 
Can sit on the branch of a she-oak tree 
And tell of a million afternoons 
Before the eyelid's reflex-
But, flooded by an inefficient street-lamp, 
A knotted gum assumes the hid reality 
Which burns within the great symphonic scherzos, 
For what is day but local transformation 
Of the cosmic night! 
Don't walk so fast, 
Vivace is the tempo of uncertainty 
And where the feet will go the mind must follow­
Walking here, 
Smelling from the street the savoury breaths 
Of people's houses in the new-born air of night, 
Can give a sense of urgency to thought. 
-I. D. MORSLEY. 
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The Prisoner McGuire 
BY ALAN ROBERTS 
Herbert McGuire would have welcomed a little dignity in his life, but 
he had always been cheated of it, and even now it eluded him. Now of all 
times! 
He could not rid his mind of the picture of how this thing ought to be 
happening. There should be a cell, steely and horrible, carryfog an 
impression of captivity, and a circle of huge forms seen only from the back, 
heard only as a monotony of ruthless questioning; there should be an arc­
light stabbing at the central figure, and that central figure should be himself, 
stark, with an air of satanic dignity. For Herbert McGuire was now a man 
of some importance: he was a murderer. 
And was this what realiy happened to murderers, in a cold, busy age? 
He sat at a plain table, facing two coatless detectives; one of them using 
a typewriter, the other standing behind his confrere and leaning on the 
back of his chair. They were inconspicuous in one corner of a long, 
crowded room, filled with busy people who had time for one curious glance, 
but no more, at a man who had murdered his wife. 
"There was the wireless. I started to hear it all of a sudden, talking 
away in the corner. All of a sudden." 
Even his speech was a nearly inaudible mutter. The shirt-sleeved 
policeman at the typewriter ceased pecking at the keys and looked up with 
a blank expression, first at Detective-Sergeant Mooney, and then at the 
prisoner. 
"What's that? The wireless? What do you want fo say about the 
wireless?" 
McGuire shook his head wearily as he foresaw the difficulty of ex­
planation. 
"Nothing. Don't put it down." 
All this time Mooney had not taken his eyes from the prisoner's face. 
He stood with his hands resting lightly on the back of a chair, staring down 
with an absolutely expressionless countenance at the little man seated in 
front of him. Now he spoke. 
"You mean you had a quarrel with your wife about the wireless? Was 
it last night? Had it happened before? What was it about?" 
Again McGuire shook his head despairingly. He was still bewildered 
by the shock of novelty. He had often seen the Criminal Investigation 
Branch from the street as he passed, but he had never been inside it before. 
He was particularly shocked by the policeman taking down his state­
ment. He was a huge, fresh-featured young man with a very white face 
and very white hands that were well manicured and soft like a woman's. 
But his arms were powerful, banded with thick muscle and swathed in 
black, curly hair; and there he sat, pecking away with his huge, unnatural 
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woman's hands, at a little typewriter hardly bigger than his fist! That 
great strength chained to a bundle of keys, painfully selecting the one that 
lhe wanted with fingers too big for the task. McGuire kept stealing furtive 
glances at him, in wonder that. he,: should be so unconscious of the strange­
:ness of the role he played. 
Thirteen hours before McGuire had killed his wife with a claw-hammer; 
1he had offered no resistance to the police when they arrived to investigate 
.a neighbour's report of his wife's screams. He had volunteered to make a 
:statement, and did not wish to see a lawyer. 
Mooney was speaking again. 
"You've mentioned the wireless, so we'll have to put something down 
in your statement. Now what do you want us to put? You needn't 
.answer any questions, you understand that. Just say whatever you like." 
Everyone has something to hide from the police. The guiding principle 
rof Mooney's existence was that one must ask every possible person all 
•possible questions. This principle contihued to guide him, even though 
the case was already finished. There was not the slightest doubt of a con­
viction and a life sentence. The motive had not been clearly established, 
.:and so he kept at the interrogation; but no jury would ever acquit a wife­
:killer for lack of a motive, as Mooney kriew very well. 
"Why did you kill her, McGuire? You must have had some reason 
;t6 do it. Did the wireless come into it? Why did you kill her?" 
"Can I smoke?" the prisoner asked abruptly. Mooney hesitated, and 
t~en nodded. 
"If you want to." 
McGuire rolled a cigarette with steady hands, rolled it with an unusual 
<eare into a perfect cylinder and carefully, almost conscientiously, tucked in 
the loose ends. He felt his pockets for matches and found none. 
"Here," said Mooney, tossing him a box. He watched impassively 
while McGuire lit his cigarette, and carefully retrieved the box. "Now, 
bow does the wireless come into it? Why did you kill her?" 
The prisoner smiled wearily. "You really want to know, don't you. 
t()h, I think I went crazy." 
The shirt-sleeved typist looked at him steadily, his lips moving as he 
.mentally gave formality to the prisoner's mumbles. Then he spoke aloud. 
"''I -tnust have been temporarily insane at the time I killed my wife. Is 
that what you want to say?" · 
"Yes. Yes." The typewriter clacked slowly for a minute. 
"All right," said Mooney. "Now what sent you crazy? Was it ' the 
wireiess? How?" 
Yes, of course the wireless came into' it. Every night there was a 
'visitor in the house, every single night: McGuire would be making up 
the lodge accounts, filling in membership cards, with the visitor at his 
elbow all the time. Or he would want a bit of rest and peace, after a few 
.. '. ~ 
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nights' oyertime-and up would pop the visitor, chattering away in the 
comer about this and that, about nothing at all, sublimely unconscious 
that no one was listening. 
'· Occasionally it used to annoy him. 
· ·"Why don't you turn the wireless off when you're not listening to it?" 
he asked Grace once. 
· "Turn it off! And what would I do then, sit around and twiddle me 
thumbs, I'd like to know! Great company you are with your paper and 
your lodge books and your grumpiness, for a woman every night sitting 
at home like a great fool waiting for you to say a pleasant word to her." 
And yet she rarely listened to it. It was the company she wanted, a 
voice to break a silence she could not bear, someone to intrude on a loneli­
ness' that daunted her. 
He knew all this, because it had the same appeal for him. It was a 
magnet pulling him away from the dangerous abysses of his own mind, 
reminding him that there was an "outside", that all his own little desert 
of frustration and emptiness was not all of the world. But he would not 
acc~pt it, and so he ignored it and was occasionally irritated by it. ' 
Until .... 
Until the night before last. It was amazing; for the first time, he 
really heard the wireless. It was as though it had been suddenly turned 
to full volume, and every word fell on his ear with a separate impact. In 
horrid fascination he sat in his chair and surrendered himself to its drone. 
And suddenly the barriers were down and all the dark thoughts in his 
mind were released, moving slowly like great fat moths circling an in­
teI,lSe flame. But Grace-he did not think of Grace at all. 
"Did you have worries?" 
Mooney's flat, unemotional, official voice cut in on his reflections. He 
started. 
"Yes." 
"Money worries?" 
"No." 
.. "Your wife?" 
"No, not really." 
,"Your job?" 
"No." 
. ~'What sort of worries?" 
What sort of worries? That was hard to answer. 
, How had it first affected him? Loneliness; that was it. A dryness 
inside him, a kind of thirst that he did not know how to slake. A longing 
for ,intimacy of some unknown kind, a desperate craving for an affection 
he could not imagine. 
But it was all inarticulate; there was nothing he could name to this 
policeman and say, "There, that's it; that.'s what I missed out of life.'" 
· -Mooney sighed. . , · 
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"Well, tell us about the wireless. What did the wireless have to do 
with it." 
Mooney could not keep the contempt out of his voice. He was very 
tired, and there was no satisfaction in this for him. To interrogate a 
professional criminal-that was different; that extended his skill in 
judiciously combining threats, lies and violence. But this outsider, this: 
poor weakling, eager to confess if he could only find the words for his: 
unbalanced thought! .... 
"Oh, the wireless annoyed me." 
"Your wife turned it on a lot?" 
"Yes." 
Mooney nodded to the constable, who screwed up his face, moved his: 
lips voicelessly, and finally said, "My wife persistently turned on the wire­
less when I did not want to listen, and this was the reason for many 
quarrels between us. Is that what you mean?" 
"Yes. Yes." 
The typewriter began its slow clacking. 
Suddenly the thought occurred to McGuire, "Why did I kill her? 
Why did I kill Grace?" With a sense of astonishment he realised that 
he did not know. 
She was identified with it all, with the whole web of disappointments 
that hemmed him in; but she was a victim, too-he had known that. And 
yet he had killed her. 
What was he striking at when he swung the hammer at her? Only 
vaguely he could feel it, the thing that had mauled him, that had mauled 
her, that had made them both self-despisers. He had failed her. She had 
failed him. But what was it? What had blighted their hopes so dismally 
that neither was fit to give the other the love and companionship they 
both craved so much? 
He didn't know. He would never know, unless he found out in prison 
in twenty or thirty years' time. And he no longer cared. 
"You can sign this now," Mooney said wearily. "Read it through 
carefully, initial every page and sign at the end here." 
McGuire was suddenly aware of the life stirring around him in the· 
big bleak room. Other typewriters hammered away, two uniformed 
policemen were engaged in a loud conversation about the prospects for 
Saturday's races, a big, grinning detective exchanged pleasantries with 
a pretty young girl passing through with a bundle of papers. He felt 
downcast once more at his unimportance in this crowded room. 
After he had signed, the young constable checked the pages and then 
said to Mooney, "You taking him up to the watch-house?" 
"No, I knock off at half-past ten. Get Murphy and White, they're on 
all day." 
"Murphy's out in the patrol car." 
Mooriey looked at the constable irritatedly as he struggled to put on 
his tie. 
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"Find out who's on. If you can't get anybody tell Fisher about it and 
let him do the worrying. That's why he gets paid senior sergeant's money, 
to worry." 
"Okay. Okay." 
McGuire, who had been looking from one to the other of the two men 
during his conversation, sat meekly at the table while the young typist 
wandered off and finally came back with two detectives. They both 
grumbled loudly as they put handcuffs on McGuire's wrists. 
"Your troubles!" one of them snorted derisively to the other as he 
fumbled with the handcuffs. "What about me? I'm supposed to be out 
at Brookdale at eleven o'clock to watch for that peeping Tom. How'm I 
goin' to do it? All right, son, put your wrist down. All right, let's go." 
They marched him down the stairs and out into the blinding light of 
the day. His head low, McGuire scurried between them with an almost 
<:omical gait, for they were tall men and took long strides. He almost 
had to run to keep up with them going up the sun-drenched street. 
For William 
It seems it was only yesterday, 
I was a child and you were young, 
Together we halted hand in hand 
And watched the heavens meet the sea 
And saw great fishes, silver, white, 
Leap for the sun from out of the foam. 
Slowly, we turned and wandered home­
r was a child and you were young. 
I was a child and you were young. 
'l'ogether down the beach we ran 
And plunged in the strong clean breakers free 
Which snatch the pebbles from the sand, 
Then tired at last stood hand in hand-
I was a child and you were young. 
And when I think of days of old, 
I was a child and you were young, 
When I see white fleecy clouds 
Shine in the distance through the rain, 
I think of us, and you are young, 
And I, yes I am a child again. 
-ELSPETH McKENZIE~ 
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Homeland of the Heart 
What homeland lies among these trees of sorrow 
That rock and pray, like women who mourn, from night 
Unto anguished night, from morrow unto morrow? 
There is an answer surging in the blood, 
There is a whisper spinning in the. wood. 
A warm redemption breaks from gloom to light; 
See the swift dawn melting down the darkness, 
Burning out the grief, and the aisles of gold 
That lead from silence into morning-song. 
Here's transformation, and here's the world for witness! 
This homeland, homeland of the heart, grown old 
Awaiting love, is suddenly young in the sun. 
The soul of the wood has leapt to joy, and the death 
Of woodland beauty breaks and fades at the breath 
Of day's renewal-the hidden thrush's note, 
The sparrow's gossip, the wagtail's vagabond rush, 
And the hot rustle of roses in their bush. 
The spring among the dark fern fountains forth 
From stone in a slender miracle of spray, 
Thrusting with a laughter-lilt at day. 
Under the shadows, under the walls of mountains, 
It flows and lengthens over the earth. Deep throat, 
Sweet throat, that casts its essence here like this 
Where lip of the stone invites the thirsty kiss. 
And above the brown paths wave the cedar leaves, 
And moons of wild-flower-blue-bell, buttercup­
Reflect some other sun. The thicket retrieves 
Blown petals from the wind and gathers them up 
In a soughing mesh where fronds of silver shine 
And the mushroom sprouts soft-fleshed after rain. 
0 homeland of the heart once dark with tears 
As the night-rains dripped from the branches, how shall we 
Who are weak hold on, hold on through all the years 
To the love that's a measure of eternity? 
Is there an answer surging in the blood? 
Is there a whisper spinning in the wood? 
-DAVID ROWBOTHAM. 
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A Short Introduction to Thomas Wolfe 
BY VAL V ALLIS 
Ten years ago this September there died in Baltimore a young: 
American writer named Thomas Wolfe. Because we were given ten toes, 
history has forever been corseted into uncomfortable decades and cen-· 
turies. It almost seems unnatural to eulogise at length a writer's works. 
in the period between his obituary notices and the tenth anniversary of his: 
death. 
It is fitting to remember Thomas Wolfe, for he was a great artist; 
but it is unfortunately necessary to introduce him to many before homage· 
can be paid. From Australian observation points the universe of American 
prose is composed by astral bodies of the Hemingway-Steinbeck magni-­
tude. More adventurous literary astronomers may have identified a faint . 
Dos Passos or an erratic Gertrude Stein disturbance on clear nights; all 
have seen the meteoric descents of "Gone With the Wind" and "King's: 
Row"; few have known where to look for one of the brightest planets­
Thomas Wolfe. 
Perhaps this is a result of war-time paper re~trictions, for his are not 
the type of novels to bring out in times of shortage. Each of his four · 
major volumes covers over eight hundred pages, and this length was only­
achieved after considerable pruning by both author and publisher alike., 
Wolfe was born in Asheville, North Carolina, during the first year of' 
this century. He grew to be a giant of a man, six feet six inches high; 
he was educated at Harvard. His first book, "Look Homeward, Angei'', 
appeared in 1929. He then lived in London, Paris, Berlin and New York­
before his second, "Of Time and the River", ·appeared in 1935. He died in 
Baltimore, of pneumonia, in 1938, leaving a vast quantity of manuscript 
with his publishers. He .was buried in his hometown, Asheville, which he· 
had reviled so much in his first novel. 
Several aspects of his life and literary habits are worthy of mention. 
When at Harvard he is reported to have complained that new books were· 
pouring into the library at a rate much faster than he could read them. 
At the age of twenty he wrote from school to his mother that he had a. 
mission to fulfil as a novelist; he set about with Milton's seriousness to 
prepare himself for this self-appointed task. In another letter he wrofe· 
that his senses were very acute and that he forgot nothing that they regis­
tered on his mind. He said that even in his late thirties he could .recall 
at will the most minute details of his boyhood, of bridges, of ships, and of' 
faces he had seen, however momentarily. 
It has already become a legend in a land where legends are soon 
formed that he wrote standing up, using the top of a refrigerator as a _ 
desk because of his great height. Whether this manner of writing is true· 
or not, he certainly set down in huge ledgers. which he carr'i'ed. ~very­
where in his luggage a complete "documentary" 9J. everything ,t):iat im-­
pressed his easily-'impressed mind. In sentenc·e upon sentence h~·-~ould'. 
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describe minutely these thoug.b.ts, whether they told of a river, a ship, 
a New York back-room, or the play of the sunlight upon a curtain. Later 
in his life he seems to have used these ledgers for record purposes only 
when travelling, and to have dumped all his other manucsripts into two 
packing cases. It was left to his publishers to sort out the packing case 
material after his death. They drew from it two novels, "The Web and the 
Rock'; and "You Can't Go Home Again", as well as the shorter work, "The 
Hills Beyond." 
It has been said that Wolfe did not write four novels , but simply 
the one, all four being mere parts of the whole. Because they are essen­
tially autobiographical, it is perhaps best to regard his work in this 
manner. The plot is not exciting in narrative quality, but it has an 
intensity of passion and a complete understanding of mankind that charac­
terises all great literature. He has two heroes: Eugene Gant in the first 
.and second novels, George Webber in the closing two. Gant is a giant 
with dangling arms; Webber an average fellow with short legs and 
monkey-like appearance. They are both Thomas Wolfe, a man different 
from his felllowmen, and sensitive of his differences, not the least of which 
was his great capacity to love, to understand, to pity. 
He wrote of his hometown as he found it, and was denounced in its 
newspapers and in letters from its residents. When he lived there as a 
boy he used to dream of the city. It was the siren's rock that glittered 
and lured clear above the wash of ordinary small-town life, the "Enfabled 
Rock" as he called it; and everything in his boyhood, the "Secrecy of 
April", the presence of his father, the passing freight trains ,"through 
-some subtle chemistry of his imagination" became a link with the shining 
dty of the North. 
After the success of his first book, and on his return from Europe, 
he went to live in New York. Finally, he !retreated into a strange life 
of hermitage in Brooklyn, where he worked forgetting food and sleep 
and at night rising from his desk to walk the Brooklyn Bridge. Only 
from the Bridge could he now see the shining city that he had loved all 
his youth. 
During these last years he wrote furiously, urgently, and passionately. 
At times he seems to have suspected that he had written himself out; 
always he gave his fears the lie by writing more than ever. J. B. Priestley 
has said that he must have known his time was short. (When he was 
twenty he contracted the persistent cold that stayed with him until death 
.at thirty-seven.) Like Mozart and Keats, Wolfe kept working, striving 
to set down the rich pages from his teeming brain. He seemed aware 
of the presence and permanence of Death. "Man," he said in one of his 
last books, "was born to live, to suffer, and to die, and what befalls him 
is a tragic lot. There is no denying this in the final end. But he must .... 
deny it all along the way-." 
This was the keynote of his philosophy. This, and his acceptance 
of loneliness. He believed that "l9neline&_s w.as for $lll ,me_n the central 
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and inevitable fact of human existence. Loneliness, and time, dark time 
flowing by him like a river." Yet out of this apparent uphappiness he 
forged his faith in life. When he saw the "manswarm" of the city forever 
going nowhere in a hurry he was filled with overwhelming pity and love, 
although he knew full well that for him both Time and loneliness were 
drawing in more certainly than for the many he passed and loved in the­
city street. 
One criticism that has been made of his novels is their lack of form:. 
It seems that Wolfe himself had trouble fitting his material into the 
bondage of print. He over-wrote, yet rejected a whole book, "K.19", ­
because it did not please him. No-one in modern writing has managed . 
to set down so many of the impressions of ordinary life upon a sensitive-­
observer, and generally he managed to see each insignificant incident as a 
symbol of a greater issue. The results of such detailed recording of life's 
variety cannot be an artistically shaped thing, though the question 
remains whether Wolfe would have been a greater artist had he regarded 
his works as they now appear: to be the notebooks of experience on which. 
to base his creative work. Much the same state of affairs exists in Synge's. 
"Aran Islands", where Synge set down everything he considered note-· 
worthy during his visits to the islands, and subsequently used this­
material as the basis of his plays. Perhaps Wolfe would have been wiser 
to have acted in this manner. Something of nationality is involved in 
understanding his choice of the other method. In the major writers of 
"God's own country" there is always a feeling of "here is God's plenty". 
Whitman, Melville, Steinbeck, and Sandburg are a few who are not pre­
pared to prune their material too drastically in the name of art. This 
question can be but passed over to his readers to decide for themselves~­
Some would not be robbed of a single description of his, however much 
such theft would improve his qualities as an artist. 
Whether or not we allow him the title of a great novelist, it is diffi­
cult not to concede him that of a great prose writer. Or is he a great · 
poet? He is possibly the most poetic of all prose writers. From the open­
ing lines of "Look Homeward, Angel", ".... a stone, a leaf, an unfound 
door; or a stone, a leaf, a door. And of all the forgotten faces.... O · 
waste of -loss, in the hot mazes, lost among bright stars on this most: 
weary unbright cinder, lost! Remembering speechlessly we seek the great 
forgotten language, the lost lane-end into heaven, a stone, a leaf, an 
unfound door. Where? When? 0 lost, and by the wind grieved, come 
back again", to the closing lines of "You Can't Go Home Again", his last · 
book: .... "To lose the earth you know, for greater knowing; to lose the ' 
life you have, for greater life; to leave the friends you loved, for greater 
loving; to find a land more kind than home, more large than earth..•... 
Whereon the pillars of this earth are founded, towards which the con­
science of the world is tending-a wind is rising, and the rivers flow." 
Wolfe writes with intensity and love, both essential qualities of a great. 
man, and a great poet. 
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Town-Bound Bus 
By ten a.m. suburban streets have spilled 
Their housewives, hatted, high-heeled and corseted. 
The town-bound bus is filled 
With women, cowlike, complacent, 
Broad hips and bulging busts; 
The driver cuts all corners 
Just as a woman slices crusts 
Off sandwiches. 
The bus wiggle-jiggles, waggle-joggles, 
Each bus seat juggles, with loud squeaks, 
Two passengers; one clumsy seat lets fall 
A fleshy amazon who shrieks 
"Whoops! My sainted aunt!" 
And bursts her string of pearls, 
Rubs her posterior, struggles to get up 
Unaided, finds she can't . 
Small children with elephantine feet 
Walk on one's trousers; Tom, Dick and Harry 
Are dissected in competitive crescendo 
By clattering jaws; ham-fisted matrons carry 
Baskets worthy of Montgolfier, in which they pack 
Gloves, handbag, knitting, nappies, odds and ends, 
-This one stands like a pathetic caryatid, 
"Here you are lady, seat right down the back!" 
-BERT CORNELIUS. 
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The Tragedy of Dust 
BY ROBERT JACKSON 
R.A.A.F., Port Pirie, 1945. I wasn't very happy that morning anyway, 
There was no real reason why I should be out of sorts, except, 
perhaps, I was angry with myself-not unusual when you're as idle as I 
was. Anyway, I didn't want a greasy egg for breakfast, so contented 
myself with toast and coffee, which I barely finished by 7.30, when the 
bus was due. Of course it was late. Our buses always are, time being an 
insignificant factor to the R.A.A.F. Eventually the mob were loaded to 
the accompaniment of yawns, shouted greetings, chiacking and groans. 
The bully beef for lunch was tossed aboard and she was rolling. Destina­
tion-Port Germein. 
The road took us through the town, which looked even less inviting 
in the cold light of morning than it ever had before. Firstly, it is a 
mining town, and in common with all other such, substandard, over­
crowded and loaded with grime. Secondly, it is fast becoming a frontier 
town, for it stands by the side of the gulf where the wind is fast taking 
the land, and the prospect is final desolation. 
So on through the dreary rows of tumbledown iron houses and out­
not into the expected freshness of a countryside, but into the aridness of 
a desert plain. There on the left is the town airport-just another field 
devoid of vegetation. We are heading west along an awful road, the 
bus shuddering horribly, the only two apparently living things in that 
countryside being the road and, snaking by its side, the great green pipe­
line which bears the Murray water to the town. The boys will be sing­
ing soon, you think, and go ·on with your studies from the window. 
Up ahead you notice there is a line of green at the foot of the hills; 
apparently not all of South Australia is as barren as our immediate sur­
roundings. The boys are beginning to sing. One voice takes it up: "There 
was a young farmer who lives by the school." Rather a well-blended 
team of voices. Just as well that busload of W.A.A.F. isn't too close. 
The whole busload has taken it up: "If you like my story I'll tell you 
some more." Don't know how they can sing; the bus is rattling like hell. 
Dust has begun to penetrate from all quarters, slowly, inexorably, filter­
ing in a fine cloud through cracks in windows and through the open 
door, rising up from below the seats, creeping and settling over every­
thing just as it always does. 
Hello, they are working on the pipeline. Just a series of holes for 
new pillars, evidence of life at least. Apparently even that great work 
needs maintenance. What, you wonder, would happen to the town if the 
water failed? It doesn't even bear contemplating as you draw an idle 
finger through the settling dust on the window. The bus is slowing for 
a corner. We are turning north. There is a three-way junction in the 
pipeline. From here it runs northward on to Pt. Augusta and south to 
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WhyaHa 200 miles or more, and of course there is the parent line from the 
pumping station away on the Murray. 
We are round and speeding north. The boys have found another-
song: 
"Away, away with fife and drum, 
Here we come, here we come." 
The whole bus takes up the chorus-a little jerky from the intense­
vibration. 
We are close on those hills now. They reel away on our starboard 
side-strange southern hills, different from our green ones at home-old, 
grey tired hills, bare of growth, scarred and gapped by time, sullen in tr .: 
grey light of a cloudy morning. Just above their hoary heads the clo 1cf 
mantle , lowered in a whitening veil, grows before your very eye::.. 
Traitorous clouds, they seem ever building cloud, never breaking it. 
The chequered board of green and brown about their feet is resolved' 
into green and brown wheat and ploughed lands. The wheat by the road­
side is thin and poor here. and there are great bare patches; there will be 
little crop again this year. The wind is rising out there now. You can 
tell from the dust travelling on the ploughed fields like a brown cloak of 
ill omen. 0There is something terrifying in those moving clouds. What 
was it you read last week? Tihe top seven inches of a country's soil is 
worth more than all the other-property, houses, mines, improvement in 
the country. The topsoil of the paddocks is stacked in dunes four feet high 
along the roadside fences. 
The boys have found another one-"She's a cousin of mine." That's 
pretty low-hope the girls can't hear it. We are turning back to the 
coast now. There's the railway line to Augusta. It looks clean and neat 
beside the dusty road. You can see Pirie back across the gulf-just a hazy 
outline of works, chimneys, and the great mass of the plant itself. 
I suppose that foreshore is an indication of what the natural vegeta­
tion was-just trash and saltbush. Maybe things would be better if we'd' 
left it. What was it the American expert said? "Above all things get 
cover on the land; grow sorghum or even trash, but get cover on that­
land; hold it down." 
Those hills are getting pretty hazy and it is not the cloud. The dust 
is heavy in the air. The corrugation is worse here. I can hardly hear the 
singing for the hammering windows. I wonder what makes this section 
so rough. So that's it. The topsoil from the paddocks is right out on the· 
road here, covering it with loose red sand three inches deep. The bus is 
beginning to labour. "Salome, Salome, have you seen Salome?" That's 
better. Now we are clear of that. 
There's a dust cloud up ahead-must be a ploughed field. It is· 
ploughed along the contours. Plough your land across the contours so 
that when rain does fall, it will lie in the furrows and soak in. This also· 
helps to arrest drift. Somebody hasn't learnt yet. 
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It's hard on the man next door, though. That farm next door had 
·cover on every field. His fallow won't be much good though with the 
wind moving his neighbour's sandhills in. 
We are nearing Germein now. There's the longest jetty in Aus­
tralia, and that's Lowly Point out there on the other side of the gulf. 
-Look at those sandhills. Great mountains of fertile soil; they're moving, 
too. Just a little brush holding them now, and it's fast being swamped. 
Here's Germein. God! What a desolate looking spot-not a soul in 
sight to-day. Most of the town seems to be falling down. There's the 
pub. No luck, men, it's shut, too-Sunday. 
Out of the town and northward again. What are the boys singing? 
4 'Heigh-ho, Methuselah." I don't think you'd like to hear it really. The 
wheat is better up here and there are the first fields of peas. There's a 
team of pickers. Give them a wave! Funny, I never thought peas grew 
in this sort of country. There must be artesian water here by the num­
ber of pumping plants in evidence. God! Look at the dust about the 
farmhouse. How do people live under such conditions? 
Here's our destination at last. ­
"We're here because we're here because...." 
I was expecting that. This is some farm. A really good modern farm­
house suited to conditions. Plenty of wind breaks, too. 
There's wheat-200 acres; it will crop, too. The farmer is cutting 
·hay in the lower paddocks. Here are the pea fields. He has a good crop 
there. Amazing to find so rich and juicy a pod in such a rainfall area. 
There's no trouble with the soil in the paddock; the peas have a firm 
grip. But look at the ten to fifteen yards of headland-as bare as the 
proverbial bone, and as dry. Get cover on that land! Get cover on that 
land! 
What the hell does it matter to me? I came here to pick peas, not 
to worry over other people's stupidity. Yet, something keeps saying to me, 
·"This is a national calamity; the nation's wealth is in that top seven 
inches of soil. ...." 
You're quite right. I am not sitting in a pea paddock, pen in hand. 
1 am in my hut, on my back, recalling yesterday. Why am I do nothing? 
Well, I was supposed to fly to-day, but the wind is up to 25 knots. The 
verdict is-too much dust for safety. Do you know what that means? It 
means that in certain areas dust clouds, thousands of feet in depth, are 
moving, denuding the land of the precious topsoil, swamping other areas 
with sand dunes. Dust, thousands of feet of it, blown away daily-irre­
placeable, national wealth. Work out the inevitable answer for yourself. 
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Time: · A Song Phantasy 
A nightingale sang in a t s. rr.arind tree 
Sad 
Beautiful, the aged downfall of the gods. 
More beautiful than Baldur was her song to me 
Though time fled past along the way I trod. 
I listened, 
Lingering 
Dreaming a melody 
Misted in the shadowy ways of empty night ; 
Seeing 
In the unruffled winter plumage of a swan 
More than the slaughtered blood's warm sacrifice. 
It splashed the darkened statue 
On the wind horse wild's career 
As time sped to the nether haunts of night. 
A nightingale sang in a tamarind tree 
Sweetly 
Sadly 
And the night wind lulled me softly , 
As the dayfall sped away 
Like eerie laughter fluttering in the wind. 
With the sobbing 
Mystical, 
Of a dream child vague and memoried. 
Now my fleeing dreams on horseback 
Like a snowflaked army chill 
Were regimented silent in the sky. 
They fluttered, gentle falling 
Till the falling was a cry 
Chuckling forth like wine into a glass; 
Left now the bottle's qimness gleefully. 
39 GALMAHRA 
Like rivers of passing water 
Or blown chaff in the wind, 
Something rushed past like shadows on the wall. 
In the distant desert fading 
Singing thin 
A haunting song 
To a battered sphinx half buried in the sand. 
A nightingale sang. 
She sang, 
Love begets life 
And life new child breeds love 
Crying, tenderly. 
A weeping birch draped on a silvering pool 
Flutters in tears its mournful life away. 
The lion's quiet grave eyes 
Of fearful death beheld fear's end-
Black horror's sea of darkness rolling withom. 
A nightingale sang on a tamarind tree 
Time flees and beauty passes, 
Leaping aloft the shadows of a day. 
Thou, destiny, 
Light art and vision of the desolate, 
The incoherent beauty of the stars! 
Often I've seen­
! had begun-
The fleeting glint-gold 
Slanting in alleyways, 
Or pale mist lighten the oppressed winter sun 
Into a gloried ecstacy of light! 
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Willows murmur over waters, 
And sails slant white in sunset 
With sluglike barges static on the Thames. 
The lamplight's tottering glimmer 
Shines to chaos' storied night, 
Reaching never to the gables, 
Where the moon's pale silhouette 
Shadows black houses jagged in the misf. 
I called upon the wise 
Whom wisdom unintelligible made: 
And misty Psychos answered, 
Tired thought's poor substitute, 
Iler tortured face 
Proud disillusioned frog: 
Teeth like a flashing palisade­
A barrier, 
Twixt man impure and woman-
To curb the rapturous music of their moods! 
I craved an orison with destiny 
From this poor scarlet world 
Drenched with tears of blood. 
But a nightingale sang in a tamarind tree 
And Time had fled! 
-FRANK GLYNN CONNOLLY. 
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A Woman Waits 
BY MARGARET COLLINS 
A stabbing greyness tore the flesh of the world outside. All things 
cowered, conquered and subdued, except the trees which furtively and 
with fear swept and raked the greyness with their bare, frozen arms. 
Even in this only movement they recognised with sorrow their impotence. 
The roadway sank lower into the earth, no gleam on its bitumen. The 
bushes crouched in a blurred subjection close to the ground. The white 
paint of the picket fence no longer shone bravely, but was drab and dull 
and dirty. The pickets themselves no longer were pikes raised con­
fidently as if in battle, they were ungainly ostriches with heads buried 
deep in the earth for fear of the greyness above and around them. The 
rent made by a plashing vehicle cut the greyness indeed; but it cut deeply 
and it, too, tore the flesh with a wider and coarser wound. When it had 
gone, the pale greyness poured back into the opened flesh, with the smart 
and burning hurt of a love snatched sharply away. Outside, the world was 
bleeding and aching.... 
Inside was warmth and colour, joy and life. She was a violin, waiting 
in mellow richness to make music at his touch when he came. She was 
waiting for him. He was coming to her. She was as many ears of corn, 
golden and fruitful, ready to be collected and bound into a strong and 
concentrated sheaf by his arms and his will. She was a pregnant seed 
ready to spring into blossom and exultant loveliness at his kiss. 
She was waiting for him. He was coming. She thought it ridiculous 
and incongruous that it should be grey outside when her whole body was 
like a gleaming tower in the midday sun, her whole world sundrenched 
and glowing. It would not be long before she was consumed and burnt 
by the piercing sword-sun of his love when he came.... So she waited. 
Outside, an almost imperceptible change was taking place. Life was 
trickling slowly, very slowly, but inevitably, from the world's body. Torn 
and racked, its flesh was beginning to rot-and the greyness was nibbling 
and gnawing and corroding it like a rat. Death, escape in dissolution, 
would be a long time coming, but decay and leprosy were biting into the 
tissues now. . . . . 
While inside, the waited. The strings of the violin had relaxed by 
a fraction their tension; the golden. glow of the corn's fruitfulness was 
dulled just slightly; the seed had begun to wither slowly. Still she 
waited. Still she would wait, because he had said he was coming. Slowly, 
the sun was becoming less burning and less bright, 'slowly it was dropping 
in the blue sky .... as she waited. 
Outside, the grey rat was still gnawing, deeper and deeper, into the 
vitals; the corrosion was biting in further and further, to limn a stark 
skeleton as acid does an etching; . too ,slowly' still the life was trickling 
away-as the rat chew~d. 
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Inside, the sun had almost set; the violin strings had snapped, the 
corn was withered and rotting, the seed shrivelled and barren, while yet 
she waited, staring at the sinking sun. He was to have come to her.. . .. 
The sun dropped lower, light grew less, it began to be cold. Quietly and 
with sinister power the greyness from outside grasped closer and closer, 
nearer. In time, it would consume here as it had outside. The rat would 
bite here too. It would pinch and bruise and tear the flesh. It would do 
it slowly and with pain. . It would destroy the flesh . . . . and then 
would come darkness. 
To the Poets 
with all Mod. Cons. 
Twitching mentalities 
Fretted by doubt, 
Twist trivialities 
Inner-side out; 
Churn from a grunting brain 
Mildly erotic, 
Some sort of stunted strain 
Limp and chaotic, 
Thereby conceiving 
A dissonant chatter. 
What are they achieving? 
What does it matter! 
-B.A.S· 
43 GALMAH RA 
Portrait of a Little Man 
B Y ALAN ROBERTS 
"Crikey!" 
The person who made this exclamation was Albert Morgan of Maitland; 
no small man in the billiard-rooms and public bars of his native town, but 
looking a little out of place where he had halted just inside the threshold 
of Sydney's Hotel St. James. 
Albert of course exclaimed "Crikey" under his breath; he would not 
have dared to draw attention to himself with a spoken word. The con­
sequences might have been dreadful. Who knows what that fellow over 
there would have done to him-that tall, sturdy, mustachioed fellow in 
ornate uniform, terrible in his splendour? Already he had glanced sus­
piciously at Albert, with one doubtful hand twisting his moustache. Any 
moment Albert expected him to expose his audacious imposture. "Hey, 
you over there! Yes, you! Aren't you Albert Morgan of Maitland, that 
steelworker fellow? Come on, no lies now! 
"Yes, I thought as much-Albert Morgan, well, well, what'll we have 
here next. Now look here, my fine fellow, do you know where you are? 
This is the Hotel St. James, and it's not run for the likes of you. Come on, 
make yourself scarce. Hop to it." And then Albert would mumble some­
thing and slink out. And everyone in the lobby would laugh; in a weU­
bred way, of course. 
The truth would not help him. Suppose he were to say, "But look, 
I can pay, see? I just won fifty pounds in the lottery! Is there any harm 
because I want to try living for a fortnight like toffs do? If I can pay, 
there's no law against it, is there?" But in his heart of hearts, Albert 
knew that there was indeed a law against it; a vague, undefined social law 
that frightened him because he could not understand it. 
But he had been standing there for a good fifteen seconds now, and he 
was still unaccosted. Was that uniformed fellow going to ignore him alto­
gether? It certainly looked like it. Breathing a sigh of relief, Albert 
cast one more glance around the cathedral-like lobby-whose sumptuous 
and holy atmosphere had prompted his original awed excbmation-then, 
with the over-firm step of one who is pitting himself against the retarding 
urges of his own mind, he walked over to the hotel desk. 
The girl behind the little grille looked up languidly. 
"Yes?'" she said inquiringly. 
Albert felt his knees tremble, and something strange happened to his 
stomach. Fear had gripped him, leaving him bereft of reason. The girl 
had not actually said, "Yes?" Her real pronunciation had been "Yaaaas?" 
The word struck him like a thunderbolt. 
As soon as he entered the hotel, he had known that he was in a world 
far different from the one to which he was accustomed. But now he 
suddenly perceived with horror that the inhabitants of this world spoke a 
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:foreign language. His very speech would betray him as an outsider, as 
one who had no right to defile the St. James' luxurious carpets. 
Lord! What was he to do? 
Could he still retreat with dignity? Frantically unhappy thoughts 
milled aroun<i in his confused brain. 
He could faint. And then bolt from the ambulance. No, he couldn't 
<lo that; there was his luggage. He could pretend he had a cold, and hold 
.a handkerchief over his mouth so that his voice was muffled; but in what 
pocket was his handkerchief? He wasn't sure, and he could never stand 
there groping for it. How about getting it over quickly-turning on his 
heel, picking up his ports and walking out without saying a word, without 
looking at anyone? 
He would be well outside before they could take it into their heads to 
:stop him; if they were in the habit of taking such things into their 
heads. It would only take five seconds and then he would be free , out 
in the open air, able to go where he liked. He half closed his eyes, and 
in imagination was already out there in the cool street, his own master 
<>nee more, back in a world he understood. The phantasy was so vivid 
that he heard the traffic noises and watched for the green light. With a 
·sickening wrench, he tore himself away from that so pleasant-seeming 
:street, and awoke dismally to find himself still standing in front of the 
hotel desk, utterly at a loss and unhappy beyond words. 
. The reality of his position was overwhelming. He had never known 
:anything so painful. 
"YES, sir?" the girl repeated, a trifle less languidly. 
He swallowed, but the misty confusion in his brain was worse than 
ever. Suddenly he was resigned; not resolved, merely resigned. They 
eould throw him out if they wanted to, they could visit on him all the 
elaborate ceremonies of polite torture their aristocratic brains could con­
ceive ; he did not care. He was beyond it all now. He had had enough. 
Standing there in stoic calm, unable to divert any of his energies 
to ~~eech lest he weaken his braced-up barrier of resignation, he became 
sharply aware of someone speaking close to him. 
The first thing that struck him was that the voice of the speaker 
was totally out of place. It was harsh. It was indistinct. The tone made 
it sound like a plea for mercy. It was a horrible voice. It was his own: 
· "Can you give me q, room?" 
For a moment he r.efused to ,identify himself with the speaker. · Then 
the painful fact forced itself on him, and he winced· before a barrage of 
:SEt!f-criticism . . ,Cou,ldc they ,. giye .hirn l;l . room! ,. Did he ·.w:a.nt to take it 
away? ,"What .w:oul-;i he .do with it if he. had it?... , , 
Had ilnyone ever macie a bigger foel of himself? . , '.>., 
Then an amazing thing happened. · The .tall, cool, alooflady smiled! · 
"Yes, I. think . so." , , 
, · In unb~ljevable - r,elief };le found himself smiling back, · as a doomed · 
man smile~ at Jhe bearer ofJ1i_s repriev-.e .. · Then he saw she was not smiling · 
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at him, but down at the ledger in front of her. Abruptly he switched off 
his smile, and glanced around to see if anyone had noticed his gaucherie. 
Apparently no one had; or else they were grinning too furtively for 
hi 1 to observe it. There was always that possibility. 
"How long would you be staying, sir?" 
She had a kind face, there was no doubt about it. Why hadn't he· 
noticed it before? Now he could speak. Speech was no trouble. He 
swelled at the ease with which the words tripped off his tongue. 
"'l'·.vo 'Necks, miss." 
He stood there in the naked silence that quivered after his words had' 
finished booming. Horrible misgivings seized him. How loud his voice· 
had sounded; much, much too loud. He would have to watch that; he 
would have to cultivate a discreet low pitch. He half-turned and surveyed 
the other guests anxiously, watching for the sneers he felt sure he would' 
find. 
They looked a superior, sneering lot. Quite suddenly Albert decided' 
to hate them intensely, and immediately began to revolve schemes whereby 
he could crush them to the ground. 
He would talk to nobody; no, not if his bed caught fire; he would' 
parade at meals and in the reading-room, tall, confident, aloof, among the· 
guests, but not of them, exuding .a subtle flavour of mystery. Strange 
phone-calls would come for him, tantalising messages would be de­
livered. 
("Cablegram, Mr. Morgan," said the page-boy, obviously agog with 
curiosity. "Shall I wait for your reply?" Not heeding him, the mysterious 
stranger tore open the coloured envelope and hastily scanned the printed 
words. His lips tightened and a little muscle began to throb near his: 
cheek-bone. "No," he said at length. "No, no reply." Abruptly hr> turn­
ed on his heel and strode athletically from the room, all eyes turned on 
him. Or did he preserve his silence even then? Perhaps so; perhaps he 
merely seized the form and dismissed the boy with a brief nod and a 
carelessly-thrown shilling, lips and cheek-bone manipulated as before. 
Yes, on second thoughts, perhaps it would be wiser to refrain from 
speech at all times.) 
He would excite the curiosity of all, including even that gentleman 
in the easy chair opposite him now, resplendent in well-cut lounge suit 
and public school tie, and obviously a born sneerer. Sooner or later one 
of these to:ffs would try to engage him in conversation, and he smiled 
grimly as he thought of their discomforture at his polite but cutting re­
joinder. 
Suppose it were that fellow opposite him, now. He would strolI 
into the lounge, spot Albert and immediately occupy the chair next to him. 
"Not a bad morning, eh?" 
Albert would regard him coldly and suspiciously. "Think so?" And 
quit his chair instantly-the tall, cool, aloof man of mystery. 
"Would you PLEASE sign the book?" 
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For a space the words did not register with Albert, and then memory 
returned with the sickening realisation that the young lady had now made 
her request three times, and her tone was noticeably weary. It took him 
half a second to wheel around and grab frantically at the pen as though it 
were his last hope of salvation. 
Only half a second; but an amazing number of facts struck him in that 
short time. He remembered that he was somewhat handicapped for the 
role of the tall, cool, aloof man of mystery, by reason of the h;>p of his head 
being only five feet six inches from the ground. And there was no one in the 
world who would send him cablegrams or leave mysterious messages. 
Those things just did not happen to him. 
Albert plunged into the gulf of misery once more. 
The signing of the book presented no great difficulties for him, although 
complicated slightly at first by temporary inability to remember his own 
name. But handwriting had always been one of his long suits, ever since 
he had taken first prize for handwriting at the Maitland School, when he 
was in seventh grade. He turned the book around again, and waited hope­
fully for the girl's surprised comment, such as, "My, you have a neat 
signature, Mr. Morgan!" 
And he would reply, "Do you think so? Well, as a matter of fact I 
took first prize for handwriting in seventh grade at school." His tone 
modest, deprecatory. 
But to his disappointment, she did not so much as glance at his signa­
ture. Instead she rang a bell, which made him jump and curse himself 
almost simultaneously. 
"Take Mr. Morgan to Room 203," she instructed the porter. "Here's 
your key, sir." 
He took the key, opened his mouth to thank her, saw she had turned 
her back to him, closed his mouth hastily and followed the porter across 
the lounge to the stairs. 
On the bottom step Albert paused, his foot resting lightly on the thick 
carpet. Suddenly, for the first time since he entered the hotel, his native 
intelligence at last asserted itself and he found himself able to think 
clearly. For a moment his very real suffering was abated. 
He saw that he was in a trap. He faced the fact calmly, and dimly 
perceived the inexorable pattern of his life, that had landed him in this 
alien nightmare of a world. He was aware of his sense of agonised in­
feriority, like a dark fog enveloping and distorting all that was of value in 
him. He had been educated to regard himself as inferior; he had not 
previously realised how complete and damning that subtle, many-sided 
education was. It was powerful enough to rob him of his identity as a 
man, and to put in its place a stammering, ridiculous figure to be laughed 
at. 
For a brief moment anger surged within him, and he raged in im­
potent revolt against the shameful way he had been treated. Because he 
had had ideas above his station in life! 
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The anger died, and he looked up the stairs at the stiff, uniformed back 
of the porter. His vision was framed by the sprawling, faintly baccha­
nalian murals adorning the stair-wall, and at the head of the stairs he 
could see a spacious corridor, the gateway to a world of luxury that he 
could not possibly imagine. 
And, if you had been watching Albert closely during his few minutes 
in the lobby, you would have noticed a peculiar and puzzling change com­
ing over his appearance as he ascended the first few steps in the wake of 
the porter and disappeared into the unexplored regions of the upper air. 
You would first have noticed the little things; the new set of his chin, 
the squaring of his shoulders, his firmer steps. Then you would have 
realised the nature of the change. 
In the lobby you laughed at Albert, and quite rightly, for he was 
patently ridiculous, and laughter was the only reaction he provoked. But 
as he mounted the stairs, Albert Morgan was dignified. Yes, that was it; 
you saw, and were sobered by, the puzzling dignity of a little man. 
And Wondrous I 
Along the golden path of the moon He came, 
Through the murmur of the waters I heard His voice; 
And the cool winds made a soft refrain of His name 
As He bade the secret places to rejoi~e. 
The feathered wave-tops were there His binding seal, 
And the vaulted heavens housed His splendid might. 
For Him, a film the timid waves reveal 
Of misted colour on glistening sands at twilight. 
He has bent the wind-tide in His gentle hands, 
The night has poured her treasure at His feet; 
And through our souls He wove the living strands 
Of all eternity-pattern complete. 
This His sublimity, and wondrous I; 
Sharp-blinded with my tears, could I deny? 
-JUNE SYMES. 
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Ten Cuts for Mickey 
(A Sketch of Schooldays.) 
BY D. H. ROWBOTHAM 
Mickey lived with his uncle and aunt in an atmosphere of habitual 
grime and domestic quarrels three doors down from the country school 
where Mr. Shane, with four assistant teachers, saw to the education of 
the young of the township and surrounding districts. The "young," in 
ages, ranged from Jim Mcintyre's amazingly small and untidy daughter 
in Prep. to his one irresponsible son of sixteen who was enjoying undis­
puted reign in seventh grade for the third successi·-~ year. Mickey, being 
ten years old, came in between these two extremes. and was never happier 
than when he could tease a tear from the little extreme or get the large 
one to chase him all over the playground, dodging the enraged Scotch 
boy with the nimbleness that made him the star player in his football 
team. 
A scrubby form, diminutive for its age, raggedly clothed, bare-footed 
and bare-headed, with wiry legs, thin arms and a cheeky pleasant face 
grimacing below a shock of ginger hair , was, in the main, Mickey Quinn. 
Add to this a generous peppering of freckles and an indescribable Irish 
temperament conspicuous in him even at so early an age and you have 
the explanation of many things, including Mr. Shane's frequent use of the 
cane on the boy, and Miss Howard, his class teacher',s increasing em­
barrassment at his irregular attendance. Miss Howard was "new" and 
very pretty and very inexperienced. The younger girls showed her the 
respect due to an angel; the older ones felt their charms outclassed and 
were jealous; and the boys, particularly those in the higher grades, alter­
nately vied with one another for her smiles and then for the criminal 
delight of causing her mental discomfort. Since she always blushed so 
becomingly when distracted, the latter alternative became the more 
pleasurable one to the boys and the one on which, with schoolboy devilish­
ness, they concentrated all their cunning. Eventually, the contest became 
one in which only Mickey and Rob. Mcintyre were actively concerned. 
The rest of the school, forced to admit the outstanding abilities of these 
two-who, as ample proof, had a proud record of "sixes", masterfully 
but despairingly dealt out by Mr. Shane himself, to their name-withdrew 
to take a passive but keen interest in the affair. 
It soon became evident that Mickey was leading in this unusual game. 
He had the advantage, being in Miss Howard's class, though not too regu­
larly, and he possessed a sharper wit than the older, much peeved Rob. 
The Scotch boy, realising he was losing ground and prestige to a mere 
whippersnapper, began to hate the sight of the energetic little figure 
covered in rags and freckles. Mickey, with Irish thoroughness, returned 
the feeling and laboured the more for the discomfort of Miss Howard and 
the downfall of hir '!'ival. 
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F'or one legendary month Mickey, to further his ignominous ambition, 
never missed a day at school. 'I;his reformation startled his uncle and 
aunt out of their usual bickering into a mutual questioning that was 
heightened by wonder. Miss Howard began to lose weight; Mr. Shane to 
pray for Mickey's truant days again when giving him six cuts was just a 
formality and not a decoration, as the punishment for his misbehaviour in 
class now seemed to be. When the word was passed around that Mickey 
had "got another six", he would be surrounded by boys, and girls, with 
eager enquiries that, by their frequency and the admiring glances accom­
panying them, amounted almost to congratulations. 
"Aw, what did you do, anyway?" growled Rob. jealously on one such 
occasion. "Only pull Marie Boston's plait, I suppose. You sissy." 
Mickey, inflated with the knowledge of his lionisation, loftily called 
on Barney Ekin to relate the story to the misbeliever for him. 
"In Geography she"-it was universally understood that "she" meant 
Miss Howard-"arst Mickey what a pigmy was," began Barney. 
"So what?" interjected Rob. 
"Mickey said 'a little pig,'" continued Barney passionlessly. 
"So what?" Again from Rob. 
"We thought that was good." Barney grinned beatifically and the 
group giggled. 
"She went pink. I seen her," added Barney. "And when we had our 
poetry lesson she arst us to my our 'own choice.' I said 'Jack Horner.'" 
This he said deprecatingly and Jigs Meekin cheered. "And Mickey said 
the bit he heard his Unk singing the other day. Say it, Mickey." 
"Aw, lay off, Barney," protested Mickey heroically. 
"Go on, say it, Mickey,'' yelled the crowd. 
So Mickey stood on the playground seat and recited an unmention­
able doggerel that would have brought an appreciative chuckle from a 
mercenary in the days of Queen Anne. 
The boys laughed and cheered loudly; the girls weren't sure whether 
they ought to or not. But it was a beauty all right, Rob. knew inwardly, 
and deserved six of the best. Then, savagely, because this little squirt 
was get~ i ng such an ovation from those who had once looked upon him 
as thei, champion, he picked up a gibber and flung it high in the air with 
no other purpose than to let off steam. 
It came down with a decisive sweep to hit Gray Williams squarely on 
the head, and stretched him out insensible. 
Rob. gaped, went very pale and, in the priceless vernacular of Barney, 
"did a duck". 
Jigs ran panic-stricken to the head teacher's office, burst in without 
the preliminary of knocking and, stubbing his toe on the corner of the 
door, announced in anguish that Rob. Mcintyre had killed Gray Williams. 
Mr. Shane looked as if he would expire. As he followed fearfully on 
the heels of Jigs, he imagined himself as the first H.T. in the Service ever 
to have a corpse and a killer on his hands. Sweat broke out on his fore­
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head. That damned Mcintyre again. He'd have the boy expelled if the 
State didn't jail him. And Williams. He shuddered. The boy's old man 
would give him hell. Mr. Shane was genuinely scared of Tib Williams, 
the burly mine foreman who was chairman of the school committee and 
a person of some importance in the community. With a silent prayer and 
a curse, Mr. Shane hoped for a miracle; but as he neared the still body 
crumpled pathetically on the playground, the ominousness of the scene 
and the sight of the blood trickling down the boy's temple convinced him 
that he would spend the next week in court and probably the rest of his 
life evading the bereaved and formidable Tib Williams. 
Kneeling down, Mr. Shane placed his hand over the unconscious boy's 
heart, and found with a hiss of relief that it was behaving better than his 
own. He looked up as a vague smell of scent and a gentle intake of breath 
announced the presence of Miss Howard who had heard Jigs' agonised 
shout from her room. Briefly she studied the prostrated boy and went into 
action. She recruited the agog Mickey in an instant, a fact which, but 
for the urgency of the occasion, would normally have surprised him. While 
he dashed off, impelled to speed by something new and firm in Miss 
Howard's eyes and voice, to get the first-aid kit and fetch a basin of water, 
the teacher who had been the butt of so much of the recent mischievous­
ness began to win the whole school's wide-eyed respect, which included 
Mickey Quinn's, but, because of his absence, excluded Rob. Mcintyre's. 
Enlisting the help of two boys and the dazed Mr. Shane, she had Gray 
carried to a patch of grass in the shade of the pepperina tree, where he 
was carefully put down, his head resting on her lap. 
"Where's Mickey Quinn?" she demanded soon. 
"Here he is, Miss Howard," shouted one of the younger girls, pleased 
at the timeliness of her discovery. 
Mickey had just appeared from behind the wing of the school build­
ing, the basin of water held delicately out from his body and the first-aid 
satchel slung across his right shoulder. The knowledge that he was the 
centre of attention made him suddenly nervous. The crowd gasped as, 
in his quaint trot across the playground, his legs seemed to become 
tangled, sending him lurching forward at an angle he had no hope of cor­
recting. The basin tilted dangerously and water splashed out. Mr. Shane, 
who had been inactive for some few minutes now, with good intentions 
rushed forward to rescue the basin before the inevitable happend. Mickey, 
being an astute lad and realising it was only a matter of seconds before 
he fell over at his present tottering progress, knew Mr. Shane wouldn't 
reach him in time, so he accelerated himself forward, and, with a comical 
beseeching action of the arms, tossed the basin to the oncoming head 
teacher. Mr. Shane and water, Mr. Shane and basin, then Mr. Shane and 
Mickey met in that order, finishing in a damp pile in the clinging dirt 
of the playground. 
Miss Howard shuddered; the whole s surreptitious 
giggles. The victim-of-fate awaiting treat the grass opened his 
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eyes with a flicker, to gaze dully at the scene through the fence of assorted 
and dirty legs surrounding him. 
"S-sorry, sir," blustered Mickey, bumping Mr. Shane on the head:'_ 
with his elbow as he strove to get to his feet. 
"Couldn't stop, sir; sorry, sir." And, grabbing the basin, vanished int 
the direction of the taps for the second time, still bearing the first-aidl 
satchel which had slipped round on to his buttocks and bounced up and 
down as he ran along. 
Mr. Shane, very wet, very dusty, and very red in the face, stood up, 
wiped the water from his eyes with his handkerchief, and stamped off in 
humiliation and bad temper towards his office. The look in his eyes, 
which none could see but guessed at, boded ill for all stone throwers and 
basin throwers. Miss Howard, left in charge of the injured boy, seeing 
Gray's eyes now opened, dismissed everyone with the assurance that 
everything was going to be all right, and while waiting for Mickey put a 
little heart into the wan-looking boy with the brightest of her smiles. 
To the credit of Mickey, he arrived safely the second time with the 
basin of water and the first-aid kit and stood by while Miss Howard 
cleaned, disinfected and dressed the wound. Gray, nursed in that soft 
lap, was soon smiling sheepishly at Mickey, and the reassembled crowd of 
curious friends. 
Mickey, for his assistance in that affair, was thanked by Miss Howard 
with such a smile and such a gracious pat on the head that his uncle, Pat 
O'Malley, an ardent churchman, swore that the boy had been blessed, so 
well behaved did he become. Mr. Shane, knowing he could not justifiably 
cane Mickey, had to be satisfied with scowling at him as menacingly as 
possible; but even he was surprised at the change in the boy. He had no 
more complaints about him from Miss Howard, and Rob. Mcintyre had 
quietened down, too. No wonder, after the thrashing he received from 
his father at the insistance of Tib Williams and the caning he received 
from Mr. Shane at Mr. Shane's insistence. But it was more the fright of 
having K.O.'d a friend than the ensuing punishment that had subdued Rob.; 
and Mr. Shane, remembering the usual ineffectualness of his cane, knew it. 
Mr. Shane sighed contentedly. Things were going well. The recent 
visit of the inspector had brought him compliments on the discipline of 
the school and satisfactory reports for all members of the staff, which was 
both phenomenal and pleasing. Old Singleton was generally such a snakey 
beggar. Thank heaven Quinn and Mcintyre had not taken it into their 
heads to swear in class or throw dusters on the roof or light a fire on the: 
tennis court, which needed chipping, too, he remembered. 
There had been only one disappointment, a considerable one, and that 
was the resignation of Miss Howard, who had left a few days ago to marry 
a local farmer. Mr. Shane, who had liked Miss Howard's efficiency-it 
had developed into one of her chief attributes, apart from her prettiness, 
since the Gray Williams' incident-and who considered her attractive 
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smiles had been a distinct asset to the place, frowned as he thought of 
young Weppner's courtship of the young woman. The yokel had gone 
.after her with the same tenacity as he had set about to obtain Karney's 
_prize Jersey. Old man Karney hadn't wanted to sell, either; but there was 
.s~mething resistance-wearing about young Tom Weppner. 
Whether Miss Howard, seeking an escape from a profession in which 
.sQ.e had no intention of remaining all her life and thought Tom Weppner 
was as good an avenue as she was likely to find, or whether it was Tom's 
insistence that she would make a good farmer's wife-with special refer­
ence to his own qualities as a farmer and a husband-that influenced her 
to leave teaching was not known; but it was certain that Mr. Shane, over­
wise about many of the goings-on in the teaching service, never thought 
Miss Howard was in love with Tom or that Tvm was in love with Miss 
Howard. 
Mickey, unable to make such conjectures as to why Miss Howard had 
left, knew only that she had gone and that she wouldn't be back, and, 
.obeying the impulse so long natural to him and so shortly repressed for the 
_good of all, lapsed into mischief-making again. His eyes gleamed brightly 
and maliciously when he-saw the new teacher who came to replace Miss 
Howard. Probably Miss Jarrett, a lean spinster of forty or so, mistook the 
gleam for a sign of intelligence, because on the very first day she ruffled 
Mickey's hair and called him a good boy. The class sniggered; the gleam 
.became a glower. Five minutes later the good boy with an equanimity 
.extraordinary in a schoolboy of ten, poured the contents of his inkwell 
.over "Butter" Higgins's head, calmly tapping the base of the inverted 
well in order to dislodge the last black drop. From that memorable 
moment "Butter's" nickname was changed to "Inky", and it stuck to him 
until the day he left school. 
Miss Jarrett gave a horrified, almost uncomprehending, little scream 
.and sank back into her chair. Mickey sat down imperturbably while the 
.class went mad with glee, bubbling with laughter at the blind antics of 
the unfortunate "Inky". 
Mr. Shane gave Mickey ten of the best for that performance-six cuts 
on the hands and four on the back side. Trembling, he recorded six cuts 
administered to M. Quinn in the corporal punishment register and under 
the stress of the moment wrote an informal, emotional letter to Pat 
()'Malley, threatening the boy's expulsion. 
Knowing nothing of Mr. Shane's agitation, but painfully aware of his 
own sore spots, Mickey moved about the playground during lunch hour 
like a miserable, buckled little turnip. Although ten cuts for one boy, he 
knew, was the school record, he felt too close to tears to boast about it. 
Rob and three cronies accosted the small penitent Irish boy near the 
boys' lavatory. 
"What, another six, Quinn? Not enough to cry about, crybaby,'' 
taunted Rob., now a reformed character with the memory of how well he 
nsed to take the "cuts" giving him a smug satisfaction. 
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"I'm not crying," bridled Mickey, piteously. "And I got fen." 
"Ten!" exclaimed the boys. 
"Don't believe you," scoffed Rob. 
"I did, I did." Mickey's tears were forced back by his sudden anger 
at not being believed. 
"Liar," shouted Rob. "No one's ever got ten before." 
"Where did you get 'em, Mickey?" asked ·the faithful and inquisitive· 
Barney who had joined the growing crowd. 
"Six on the hands and four here." Mickey pointed dexterously to the­
torn patch on his pants through which peeped the scraggy tail of his; 
blue cotton shirt. 
"It's a record," said Barney. 
"Ten cuts!" 
"Wow!" 
"Show us your hands, Mickey." 
Mickey, beginning to feel important again, held up two red, swollerr 
hands. 
"I say he only got six," said Rob., knowing well enough that Mickey 
was not lying, but unwilling to admit it. He felt he was being outdone· 
again by the ten-year-old, and made at that moment a secret resolution. 
not at all commendable in a reformed character. 
"Show him, Mickey," urged Barney. 
Mickey, less miserable now, but more embarrassed, demurred. 
"See, I told you. I bet he never got ten," shouted Rob. for the­
crowd's benefit. 
Barney whispered quickly in Mickey's ear, nodding significantly 
towards the lavatory. 
"Alright," Mickey assented audibly. "You can come and see." 
"Almost all," said Barney loudly, frowning at the few curious girls ill' 
the group. 
Barney and Mickey headed for the lavatory and the rest of the boysr 
led by Rob., followed. With the purposefulnes of adjudicators retiring­
to reach a verdict, they disappeared behind the tall, wide galvanised iron 
screen. The girls with subdued giggles and backward looks, dawdled 
away across the playground. 
At 3.25 p.m. that same day, Mr. Shane took down his cane from its­
bracket on the office wall to administer another six to an inscrutable Rob. 
Mcintyre. As the cane rose and fell with that "swish" and "twack'"' 
peculiar to canes, Mr. Shane silently and vehemently wished the boy· 
to hell, with Mickey Quinn. With all the experience and despair of thirty 
years of teaching, the exasperated head teacher sent the cane whistling· 
down in its last stroke across the big boy's outstretched fingers. The 
school-bell rang the end of the school day, drowning the sound of the· 
cane stroke. 
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Gandhi -The Architect of India's Freedom 
BY F. w. LIPPIATT 
When the tragic news of Mahatma Gandhi's violent death was echoed 
throughout the civilised world the shock of his assassination was not felt 
by many people, because few have really understood the greatness of 
India's first statesman. He was known to his fellow countrymen as the 
"Mahatma" (the great soul). 
Gandhi was an Asiatic leading Asiatics, and the sheer unorthodoxy 
of his political conduct can only be understood in this light; his extreme 
asceticism and doctrines of non-violence are peculiarly eastern.. He was 
a man of wide vision and possessed an almost uncanny insight into the 
problems of the Indian people. It may be said that he lacked the tra­
ditional qualities of leadership as we understand them in the west, but he 
shouldered the responsibility of awakening India from her national 
lethargy. 
Romain Rolland draws a comparison between Gandhi and Christ. In 
the history of human progress it would be difficult to find another man who 
has assumed national leadership in such a strange and original manner. 
The Mahatma understood the latent spirit of his people, became part of it 
himself, and then pressed on towards his ideal of a modern and free India. 
Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi was born at Pinbar in the State of 
Kathiawar in 1869. He was the youngest son of his father's fourth wife, 
and for generations the family had been members of the Bania caste. 
His father had assumed a responsible position in the administration of the 
State, and it was his wish that Mohandas should be educated in a manner 
which would prepare him for a similar vocation. Gandhi received his 
upbringing in strict accordance with the tenets of orthodox Hinduism. In 
later yeaq he did alter his conception of the caste gradation of Hindu 
society by attacking "untouchability", but the substance of his faith re­
mained unchanged. 
Very little is known of his boyhood years, but there did not appear 
to be anything in them that was to assure him of future greatness. He 
was married at the age of thirteen and after completing his years of 
secondary education gained his matriculation. His parents had decided 
upon a legal career for the young Gandhi, and he proceeded to University 
College, London, to study law. In 1892 he was called to the bar of thE: 
1nner Temple. During his stay in England he befriended many people, 
and was a popular figure in academic circles. 
In the following year he established a lucrative practice at Bombay, 
and was engaged as an advocate in several notable law suits. It was at 
this time that the representatives of a huge Indian business project in South 
Africa requested him to appear as their counsel in an impending law con­
test. When he arrived in South Africa and discovered the facts of the 
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case he realised that legal proceedings would linger on for months. It 
was during this period that Gandhi caught a glimpse of his destiny. 
The South African Government was about to sanction measures which 
aimed at the restriction of Indian immigration and the curtailment of 
important political and social rights of the Indians already resident in the 
-country. The plight of the leaderless Indians appalled Gandhi, and he 
immediately organised resistance to oppose all discriminatory legislation. 
Coinciding with these events he suffered an unprovoked indignity, the 
painful humiliation of which he was never to forget. 
He was travelling by train to Pretoria and had scarcely accommo­
dated himself in a first class compartment when he was forcibly ejected 
by his fellow-travellers . The train conductor arrived at the scene of the 
disturbance and added further humiliation by compelling him to ride with 
the engine driver. What agony of mind Gandhi endured that night will 
never be known; but his after life reveals that in the question of racial 
bitterness he discovered a course which was to restore the common human 
rights and dignity of man to masses of underprivileged people not only 
in South Africa, but also in India. 
While in South Africa he founded the Natal Indian Congress, and 
was responsible for the publication of a newspaper as the official organ 
of the new movement. After years of agitation a royal commission was 
summoned to examine the grievances of the Indians, with the result that 
all discriminatory legislation was repealed. This was Gandhi's first 
political victory. He still retained his loyalty to the British Empire, and 
<luring the Boer and Zulu wars he organised several ambulance brigades 
for the relief of British wounded. He discarded this loyalty later, but he 
never ceased to admire the more noble qualities of the British race. 
When he returned to India in 1919 he commenced to agitate for the 
political reform of the Indian people. His presence in political affairs 
incited the people to unrest, and the Government was compelled to pass 
two Bills giving to itself emergency powers to deal with the new situa­
tion; all political conspiracy and sedition was to be stamped out. At this 
juncture Gandhi introduced the doctrine of "Satyagraha", or insistence 
on truth. This doctrine had been conceived previously, but had never 
been applied. In reality it came to mean non-violent disobedience to any 
laws considered unjust and non-co-operation with the Government con­
eerned with the passing of such laws. 
Gandhi was cherishing the idea of a united India, "throwing off the 
fetters of 'British Imperialism' ", but the Congress which he represented 
was predominantly Hindu. The Moslems have always feared the 
numerical superiority of the Hindus, and the policy of Congress began to 
stimulate the intense religious bitterness between the two peoples. 
When Gandhi launched .the non-co-operation movement in 1920 the 
whole of the north of India, particularly the Punjab, was converted into 
a bloody holocaust. It was a characteristic feature of all his civil dis­
obedience campaigns that none was conducted free from violence. Many 
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European families suffered death in a most horrible manner. It would be 
unfair to hold Gandhi responsible for such excesses; quite often his best 
plans were aborted by the exaggerated zeal of his staunchest adherents. 
He was grieved by the horrible results of the movement, and in his 
ascetical manner he did personal penances to atone for the miser y which 
the campaign had wrought. He was beginning to adopt the method of 
fasting in an endeavour to constrain his extreme adherents to modera­
tion. With the passage of time the people came to venerate Gandhi and 
the dread of his dying during a fast always constrained people to accept 
his advice. The plan of the 1920 campaign was aimed at the boycott of 
foreign goods, Government services, new legislatures, and courts of law. 
Critics say that this was the worst feature of Gandhi's political career; 
he attacked all established forms of law and order and could offer nothing 
in their stead as a means of preserving national stability. For his part in 
this disturbance he was sentenced to imprisonment for six years, but was 
released on the completion of two years in gaol. 
In the thirties he contjnued his activities. The general trend of his 
career from then on is known to most Australians. The British Govern­
ment sent several Commissions to India to investigate the situation. 
Gandhi even went to Britain to attend a round table conference. The 
most effective solution to the problem was presented by Sir Stafford 
Cripps in 1942. Cripps advocated a complete overhaul of the Indian ad­
ministration with a view to granting India full dominion status after the 
war. Gandhi insisted doggedly on complete autonomy for India with 
absolute detachment from the British Commonwealth. The Moslems were 
opposed to Gandhi's idea of a united India and were feverishly insisting 
on the division of India into two separate states, Pakistan for the Moslems, 
and India for the Hindus. 
In 1943, when India was being invaded by the Japanese, Gandhi 
launched his last non-co-operation movement. The seriousness of the 
situation warranted his imprisonment. The British Government confined 
him to the Aga Khan's palace at Poona. Here he lived, in a stately en­
vironment, but he still preferred his former austerity to indulgence in any 
luxury. It was during this last imprisonment that his beloved wife, 
Kasturba, died. In a final effort to force a compromise in the political 
situation he staged a twenty-one day fast. The result was ineffective and 
left the Mahatma considerably weakened. 
When the palace gates were opened to discharge the Mahatma he 
f'merged a different man. He no longer possessed his former strength and 
lacked the ability to adjust himself to the rapidly changing events. He 
resigned the Congressional Presidency in favour of Pandit Nehru. 
In 1947 India was gr:anted her independence. The country was 
divided into the two great states of Pakistan and India. This was the 
only alt~rnative to civil war and Ghandi finally discarded his idea of a 
united India and agreed to partition. · 
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It was during the final stages of settlement between the two newly 
formed states that severe communal rioting broke out. Clad in a loin 
cloth and walking with the aid of a stick the aged Mahatma went fear­
lessly in to the midst of the fighting in an attempt to effect a peace. His 
lack of adequate protection proved too great a temptation for his enemies 
who seized the opportunity to brutally assassinate him. It is rather para­
doxical that he should have been murdered by an agent who represented 
the political party which gave him the greatest assistance during his 
political career. This tragic climax has set the seal on Gandhi's martyr­
dom. He will be regarded not only as the architect of Indians' freedom, 
but also as their national saint. 
In the space of a few decades the Indian nation has been reborn; she 
has emerged from the squalid condition of a feudal state long ac­
customed to foreign domination and is moving towards the ideal which 
Gandhi set. This wonderful achievement can be ascribed, in the main, 
to the devotion and patriotism of the Mahatma. 
India to-day shows promise of being the most powerful nation in Asia , 
and we in Australia should recognise her formidable importance in a 
region which so vitally concerns our security and progress. For this reason 
we should understand Gandhi, since he is representative of all which 
might be termed "Indian". 
He is, perhaps, the most misunderstood man of all times. 
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REVIEWS-By "ENSIGN." 
Australian Literary Quarterlies 
ME'ANJIN 
Since it was as a magazine for poetry that "Meanjin" (Meanjin Press, 
Melbourne) first reached the public in Brisbane in 1940, it is appropriate 
to begin a review of the Summer 1947 Number with a consideration of the 
poetry included. 
Judith Wright takes pride of place with her intense "The Bones 
Speak": 
Great images of silence haunt me, 
in the invisible darkness bowed in unseen stone. 
It is a thousand years and all are one; 
Great rocks of silence lie upon my tongue 
and idols carved by no man rule this cave. 
The extract quoted testifies to one in particular of many things: that 
when Judith Wright becomes deeply introspective, her poetry, despite its 
inherent lyricism, does tend towards the oppressive. "Woman's Song" 
by the same author is much lighter, though no less serious. The old Aus­
tralian poet, Sydney Jephcott, fluently, though alliteratively, sings a 
madrigal of magpies in a blue-mist atmosphere of hills and valleys. Simi­
larly affected by nature, Michael Thwaites on Cathedral Mountain makes 
a lyrical discovery of the surrounding countryside and concludes his 
rapture with an old but originally-presented moral; while Harold Stewart, 
asserting that myths are "a never-empty urn of meaning", encourages 
the reader to agree with him. Other poems in the issue are by John 
Bechervaise, Jack Stevenson and Hubert Witheford. 
The short story, "Over the River", by F. Pierce, is very good, being a 
sketch of the thoughts and actions of a potential suicide from the moment 
he decides to throw himself into a river until the moment he falls in, 
accidentally, having discovered in the interval that life is worth living after 
all. The story has an element of tragical irony about it. 
Under the "Books" section appears a qualified review of Douglas 
Stewart's latest poetic drama, "Shipwreck", by R. D. FitzGerald. It is the 
best review of Stewart's play to appear to date and it is significant that 
it should come from a poet. 
The reader of this Number, by consulting first Andrew Fabyini in 
the opening pages and then the Trailer, will derive considerable informa­
tion on the state of Australian publishing and on books and the dollar 
crisis. Both articles should be read consecutively. Articles by Jean-Paul 
Sartre and Lloyd Ross form part of a series which has been running in 
"Meanjin". The art of Eric Wilson is discussed by Bernard Smith and 
three reproductions of the artist's work are given. The thing entitled 
"Abstract" looks like a linoleum pattern-a pity that it should stand to 
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represent Wilson's work as much as his realistic "Scott St., Glasgow", 
which is quite sensible and shows discipline. 
Among other prose contributions in this Number there are responsible 
.:articles by such literary luminaries as F. D. Davison, Percival Serle and 
Nettie Palmer, while the magazine throughout covers an extensive field 
-of literature and art. 
"Meanjin" since its inception has offered a consistent challenge to Aus­
-tralian letters. In the pages from which the challenge emanates, it is 
-being consistently met. 
POETRY. 
Number 25 of "Poetry" (Economy Press, Adelaide) fully affirms by 
its contents what its sub-title claims: that it is The Australian Inter­
national Quarterly of Verse. 
There is an interesting preface by William Carlos Williams from 
America, in which, among opinions on poetic forms and environment, 
~zra Pound is rediscovered; there is a long poem (the best in the maga­
-zine) about Ulysses by Lord Dunsany; and overseas poetry is further 
-represented by contributions from the Irish writers Sean Jennett and Roy 
McFadden, from the Englishmen James Clifford and Howard Sargeant, 
-and from H. Kleiner of Tel Aviv. An article on Indonesian poetry by Dr. 
'Sastroamidjojo, Indonesian representative in Australia, sheds considerable 
light for the reader on the general unimpressiveness of Indonesian verse, 
:although in the examples given much of its character has been lost no 
doubt during the course of translation from the Malay. 
Of most interest are the Australian verse contributions. Roland E. 
Xlobinson's fourteen lines of blank verse (a sonnet still implies at least 
:a form of rhyme in addition to its traditional fourteen lines) are worth 
reading, and so is Edna Treddinnick's "The Dead Hand", also a "fourteen 
liner", and a sonnet. W. Hart-Smith, the New Zealander, finds a symbol 
i n wild duck and says: 
it is a great burden 
to place upon six 
black and white duck to 
ask them to carry 
all the meaning of a mountain 
as they wing along its walls. 
1fat one gets the uncomfortable feeling that had Hart-Smith followed 
-the flight of the ducks any further the poem would have been a miss. 
_As it is, it hits the mark fairly sharply with its imagery and brevity. 
Other contributors are R. A. Swan, Enid Boulter, and John Phillip, 
the latter of whom in "Personal Easter" finds a dubious place in poetry 
-for "sinew, gut and blood" and writes, "I Peter have played the tough 
-guy like a ham". When (or where) will this uneasy striving after the 
-unusual end? 
Included in this issue are several reviews with the promise of more 
-to come. This is only possible providing "Poetry" survives (there have 
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been some magazine casualties lately), and it is to be hoped it does. 
Magazines of its standard are essential to the encouragf.'ment of Aus­
tralian creative writing. (See page 63.) 
SOUTHERLY. 
The feeling primarily obtained on r eading issue Number Four of 
"Southerly" (Angus and Robertson, Sydney) is that here is the mark of 
scholarship. Among men of letters represented are T. Inglis Moore, H. M. 
Green, E. G. Moll and R. G. Howarth; among men of arts, the two doyens 
Hugh McCrae and Norman Lindsay; and among women writers, most 
notably Judith Wright and Rosemary Dobson. 
T. Inglis Moore's competent essay on Kenneth Slessor is given pride 
of place, with a sketch by Baird of Slessor on the first page showing us the 
distinguished profile of the man who has placed Australian sea poetry on 
its highest level and who stands to be remembered for generations. Hugh 
McCrae, continuing his serial prose work, "Georgiana in England'', writes 
with a touch of the unique style of his poetry. 'l.iile familiarity may be 
noticed by turning to his poem, "Flour of Mustard", which is typical 
McCrae with its classical references and atmosphere of frolic. No wonder 
McCrae has been called "the poet of eternal youth"! H. M. Green makes 
a survey of Australian Literature, 1946, in which, when considering the 
verse publications of that year, he classes James McAuley's "Under 
Aldebaran" above Judith Wright's "The Moving Image". This is disturb­
ing. McAuley is certainly a poet; but Judith Wright is a poet inspired. 
More happily in the novel division Green ranks F . D. Davison's 
"Dusty" highly and among the short stories recommends Brian Jamesr 
"Cookabundy Bridge". 
Next to Moore's essay on Slessor, the published address by E. G. 
Moll on "Originality and the Poet" is the most interesting and the most 
personal of the prose contributions (McCrae's work is the most original). 
Taken as a note for critics, it is utilitarian and stimulating. Brian Elliot':; 
informative article on Gerard Hopkins and Marcus Clarke is well worth 
reading; biography is always fascinating-even chips of biography. Other 
verse contributions come from Robert Crossland and D. H. Rowbotham. 
In the "Writer and Reader" section there are distinguished contribu­
tions by R. G. Howarth, who writes a very comprehensive review in 
"Sunken Wrack", and by Norman Lindsay and Hugh McCrae who between 
them help to make A. G. Stephens still more of a legendary figure in Aus­
tralian literature. Rosewary Dobson, Australian poetess now living in 
England, has contributed a pleasant article on an exhibition of English 
poetry she attended. 
"Southerly" has been referred to as the most responsible of the Aus­
tralian magazines. It well deserves the compliment. 
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Jindyworobak 
They're trying to convince you you don't belong 
where the wireless drowns your corroboree song; 
they're trying to kick you out of the city; 
they talk of your whole dark race as a "pity". 
They seem to forget that it all is yours 
as long as their "home" land drags and draws, 
that while old Europe's the whole of their song 
-damn it, Jacky, they don't belong. 
-Ian Mudie, in "Belong". 
If you understand and appreciate the point of view expressed by Ian 
Mudie, then you will find much to satisfy you in "Jindyworobak 
Anthology, 1947" (Jindyworobak Publications, Georgian House, Mel­
bourne; editor, Rex Ingamells). 
'The Jindyworobak Club had its birth ten years ago amid a storm of 
controversy. It has always firmly stood for the "local" or particular in 
Australian poetry, though less restrictively so in later years when poems 
without local colour have been admitted into the Club's anthologies. The 
anthology for 1947 is not as good as some of the previous anthologies. The 
"Alcheringa;' spirit may be wearing a bit thin; but similar publications 
have had similar ups and downs, depending no doubt on the enthusiasm 
of those supporting them. 
This time some promising new poets have been included: Irene Gough 
leads the way with a sombre, sweetly musical poem, "Native Child"; 
Athene Franks has achieved a pleasant significant lyric in "Dust Voices"; 
and Eric Lambert in "The Guns" has written one of those war poems which 
always seem topical. 
There are the stalwarts of the Movement, of course. Gina Ballantyne, 
the most active female writer of the group, strikes fine imagery in "Land 
of the Sun": 
But never dies the questing soul in man 
persistent and enduring as the life 
of a charred gum, red flame against the darkness. 
Rex Ingamells in "The Exile" writes seven easy couplets on a theme­
that of an Englishman compelled to live in the early colony of New South 
Wales-skilfully adapted to balance comfortably between the lyrical and 
the narrative. Ingamells shows a partiality for experimenting, particularly 
with the sonnet form. "The Exile" could be regarded as a sonnet; "Sea 
Chronicles" definitely is-a genuine Petrachan type. 
Ian Mudie doesn't sound quite as virile as he usually is. Neverthe­
less there is the unmistakable element of love of country combined with 
an abhorrence of land destruction in "Flood and Fire and Drought-Scour". 
Mudie has preached so long and so well at the axemen who callously fell 
our forests it is a wonder there aren't some repentants among them. 
"The White Magpie", by Flexmore Hudson, confuses, in spite of the 
62 GALMAHRA 
courtesy of the poet in adding a sub-title to the effect that the poem is an 
allegory dedicated to John Shaw Neilson; but "The Kiss" (for little 
.Bronnie Norman) is a gem: 
Because my lips construed her cheek 
as parrot light on a wattle creek 
to-day I learnt that soursobs meant 
distant thrushes by their scent, 
while cicada chirrs, to my listening eyes, 
were a rippling heat-haze in disguise. 
And since her laughter shook again 
almond blossom down the rain, 
the gannet stitching the silver swell 
rang on my tongue a muscat bell, 
while the purr of the reef where the surf broke 
was a kitten wind my hand could stroke. 
The best of Roland E. Robinson's contributions is "Billabong Moon',._ 
The short, unrhymed, sonorous lyric is his specialty. Colin Thiele exploits. 
an obvious metaphor in a new fashion in "Spencer Gulf Jetty": 
I have seen a strange old reptile 
(bristling a thousand legs) 
go waddling down the drab, deserted beach­
treading the harbour's dregs-
And likewise in a lyric on his pet theme, love, R. G. Howarth makes: 
appropriate, and startling, metaphors out of electricity and galvanic­
shocks. 
David H. Rowbotham's pastoral poem, "To the Earth", possesses an 
originality of description. Rowbotham's work deserves attention and a 
sample may help to indicate the progress of this undergraduate poet: 
And cattle, munching complacently on hillsides, 
Ramble in their dream or lift foolish heads 
To force a hollow moan that ·echoes, then dies 
In the muffling silence of empty milking sheds. 
Rusty haystacks bulge in prosperous paddocks, 
And, whirling vanes of gold, the windmill rides 
Like a vibrant mast on multicoloured seas 
Of billowing grain, impelled by old earth-tides. 
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James Devaney, almost a constant contributor to the Jindyworobak 
anthologies and a firm admirer of the Club's ideals, is represented by a 
typical Devaney lyric, "Old Mother Hebbleton." Or, might it be said, 
a typical Shaw Neilson lyric? Devaney has spent so much time in recent 
years lionising his famous friend, producing first a biography and then 
unpublished poems of the late lyricist, that the Neilson muse may have 
found some sort of reincarnation. 
Other poets represented in this anthology are C. B. Christesen, W. 
Hart-Smith, Nancy Cato, and Judith Wright-last mentioned, but not least 
as leading critics will readily affirm. She is Australia's foremost poetess; 
lines from "G.W., Australia, 1947", help attest the title: 
Your heart was set, perhaps, on riding ahead, 
being first to find and name that long green creek 
under the swarthy aboriginal sheoaks 
that spoke the tongue you never learned to speak. 
They say you thought then of a second Rome, 
and of new helmeted legions moving out 
under a wiser discipline and law. 
Into your heart the country ate like doubt, 
rebel and secret, no man's home. ... 
In all, forty authors are represented in the anthology. Not all, of 
course, are associated with Jindyworobak; but their interest is indicated 
in their contributions, and a glance at the poetry included emphasises that 
Jindyworobak to-day, in addition to a reasonable standard, maintains a 
certain balance which, had it been present when the first anthology 
app'eared a decade ago, might have allayed the somewhat effectual wrath 
of those critics who considered its policy too extremist, too exclusive. But 
as any Jindyworobak member will assert, first and forerpost the Club's 
ideal has been the clarification of values in Australian poetry by insist­
ence on locality. It is an ideal in the pursuance of which the Club has, in 
the main, been successful, to the benefit of our national literature. 
PUBLICATION OF "POETRY" DISCONTINUED. 
Since the quarterlies were handed to the present reviewer, notice has oeen 
received of the discontinuation of the publication of "Poetry". The editor, Flexmore 
Hudson, finds it impossible to cope any further with rising costs and public indiffer­
ence. "Poetry'' has not been the first magazine to go because of these two last­
mentioned evils; others have suffered the same fate. But "Poetry" is the first most 
worthwhile literary magazine to have to retire, and it is a pity that it should have to 
do so. Australian poets, both well-known and unknown, are likely to feel its loss. 
Shaw Neilson, Brian Vrepont, Judith Wright, Val Vallis, Douglas Stewart, T. Inglis 
Moore, Rex Ingamells, and other notable writers have contributed to "Poetry" over 
the years. Regrets for its demise and thanks for what the magazine has done are 
extended to its staff. 
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